>= 


The Young Woman’s Magazine 


mbination with MCCLURE’S 


December 


25 Cents 


In This 
Issue 


CHARM 
CAREER 
FASHION 
ROMANCE 


| Wavs lo Avo 


intold | 


‘ales of 


ollywood 


1 /ivoree 


= 
in 
. 
4 
é 
» <, 
5, - rae 
6: 
i 
. 


lipstick 


the most amazing new 

Kissproof Lipstick! I put it on once in the 
morning and know my lips will look their loveliest all 
day long, no matter what I do! You don’t believe it? 
Here, try Kissproof, my dear—you won't need lip- 
stick again today!” 
Kissproof, the modern waterproof lipstick, is chang- 
ing the cosmetic habits of women everywhere. No 
longer is it necessary to be bothered with constant re- 
touching—to be embarrassed with ordinary lipstick 
that stains handkerchiefs, teacups and cigarettes. 

Kissproof is such full natural color 


that just a touch rubbed in with 
the finger tips is all that’s needed. 


Special 20-Day Introductory Offer 


To quickly i 


roduce you to Kissproof, we make this unusual 
Ter. vi all 


iponm for: 


— 20-day supply of Kissproof Lipstick in brass case. 
lay supe ly of K ssproof Compact Rouge com- 
plete with mirror and puff. 


— 16-page makeup booklet, “Clever Make-Up, Nine- 
Tenths of Beauty.” 

You will be delighted with the Kissproof introduction. This 20-day 

supply will win you to Kissproof forever, as it has thousands-of others, 


Send coupon today. Only one Introductory Package 


And you have the peace of mind of knowing that 
your rich, red youthful coloring is as natural as if 
it were your very own —and as permanent as the 
day is long! We urge you to find 

out for yourself how Kissproof 
stays on—what healthy color- 
ing it gives. 


| Special Introductory Offer Coupon 


12-SS 


Kissproof, 

| 538 Lake Shore Drive, Chicago 
| For enclosed 20c (stamps, coins or money order) send 
me 20-day supply of Kissproof Lipstick and Kissproof 
Compact Rouge, also Make-Up booklet. 
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Better Times 
Guaranteed! 


READ THE 
COUPON 


MAILIT w~ 
TODAY! | 


What You Pay 
MENTAL REST? 


The Cumaean Sybil offered Tarquin the price. The books were found to contain in- 
Proud nine-books for a price. He scorned valuable directions for Roman policy, but, alas— 
them. She burned three and offered the re- they were no longer complete. 
maining six at the same price! Again Tar- The price of a little happiness, a small suc- 
quin laughed. She burned three more and cess in life is the SAME as the price of GREAT 
asked the same price for the remaining three happiness, RENOWNED success. The sec- 
that she had asked for the nine! This time, ond requires no more effort, no more time, no 
his curiosity aroused, Tarquin paid the more brains than the first. 


How To Use Your Sleeping Power 


EXPLAINED IN EASY LESSONS oe 


It is when you use ALL your author of the “Life Magnet” and the “Se- a 4. 
mind, not merely the conscious cret of the Ages.” Vv i. 
part of it, that you win the COM- Of the present thousands of sub- re f4 
PLETE reward fate has in store scribers, many hundreds have written *. PoP” 
for you. .The mind is like an ice- thanking Mr. Collier for almost ¥ « ea 
berg — one-tenth showing, nine- immediate improvement in per- 
tenths submerged. Teaching the sonal affairs, business progress ee ~ CSS 
way to use ALL the mental and social contacts. Every 
powers that are in you is the man or woman who is in a wo & oss. er 
whole idea behind “Mind, Inc. rut should test the effect 
This easily read course in mind of this valuable 
and health improvement comes to course on his daily 
. 
you monthly in attractive, pocket- work, his health PS 
size, magazine form. Edited by and all his cir- 
R | The regular price of Inc.” is 50c a lesson; $4.85 for 
the year’s course of 12 lessons. As an introductory offer, 
— however, we will send you the first six lessons for one 9 2 
Introductory third off their regular price ($2 instead of $3). This >, ¢ © & 
means that vou save $1 by using the attached coupon. » 
Offer Will you fill it in, detach it—mail it today ? od 
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rom the office 


and Rea 
for Fun 


ARY’S partner 
smiled at her. “I 
have good news for 
you, Mary. My father says 
he’s going to raise your pay 
this week. Aren't you glad?” 
“Of course | am. But I 
didn’t expect it so soon.” 
“Well, you deserve it. 
Father says you take twice 
as many letters as any other 
girl in the office, yet finish 
your work while they often 
stay overtime. I can’t un- 
derstand how you do it 
Mary. A few weeks ago you 
were like all the other girls, 


too tired and worn-out to | 
enjoy yourself after a day’s | 


work. Now, even though 
you do more work, you're 
as fresh and full of life as 
though you hadn't pounded 
a typewriter for eight hours. 
You're enjoying life now— 
always ready to dance or 
play any day in the week. 
Do you wonder that I like 
you so much?” 


Then Mary Told 
Him Her Secret 


“That's one more good 
thing I owe to Speedwrit- 
ing—” 

““Speedwriting? 
that?” 

“Oh. It’s the new stenography 
that helped me take letters faster, 
finish my work quicker, and make 


everything so easy that it’s like a | 


game. And it took only four 
weeks to learn it perfectly.” 
“Only four weeks! Why, Mary, 
you must be joking!” 
“Pm not. Remember last 
month when I wouldn't go home 


with you. Well, I was practicing 
Speedwriting then; learning it 


while I was travelling to and from 
the office, less than an hour a day.” 


What's | 


ome 


| “What kind of 
| stenography can it 
be? IT always 
thought it took 
years to learn short- 
hand, and then long, 
hard experience to 
get up real speed. 
Now you say that 
you learned Speed- 
| writing in a month, 
and developed more 
| speed and accuracy 
a month than 
| other girls get in 
| years!” 
“Why not? 


Everybody who 
| takes up Speedwriting does ex- 
| actly what I did.” 


| \\\ Overtime 


| a) 
KY Thousands have dis- 
—~_ covered these wonder- 
ful benefits of SPEEDWRITING. 
From actual experience they know 
it eliminates the long, tedious 
study and the hard, wearisome 
drudgery of the old sign systems 
that it really does make stenogra- 
phy easier than ever. 
SPEEDWRITING notes are 
taken in plain A-B-C’s. You 
transcribe rapidly, surely, and 
withoul errors! You have all your 
letters typed, sealed and stamped 
before closing time. Best of all 
SPEEDWRITING is so natural 
and simple that you feel fresh 
when you leave for home. 


Se Easy to 
Learn! 


No wonder experienced 
stenographers, business 
executives, clubwomen, profes- 
sional men. and girls preparing for 
business careers, all prefer SPEED- 
| WRITING. Here is the one 
stenography that everybody can 
learn quickly; that everybody can 
depend upon in actual daily use. 

There is really nothing new to 
| learn when you take up SPEED- 
| WRITING. You use the A-B-C’s 
| which you have been using all your 

life. You master the principles 
| of this new, natural shorthand in 


“Through my knowledge of 
Speedwriting, I have been 
able to hold a more responsi- 
ble position and one that is 
more interesting. One of the 
greatest advantages of Speed- 
writing is that it may be 
thoroughly mastered in such 
a short length of time.” 
F. McGarvrin, Alamitos Bay, 
Calif. 


“I am very happy to be 
able to tell you that I have 
been offered a position with a 
raise of Twenty Dollars I 
will start with my new work 
next month This is what 
Speedwriting has done for 
me."’"—-Viola Gail Ramos, Peo- 
ria, 


“IT had used another System 
of Shorthand for two years, 
but my work seemed difficult 
and never satisfied me. When 
I changed to Speedwriting, 
the former difficulties dis- 
appeared Through Speed- 
writing I have secured a bet- 
ter Mallon, 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 


one practice lesson, and develop ex- 
| pert speed in a few weeks. 


| (ES “The Manager of the Zone 
pera Accounting Bureau wanted 
] me to accept a position as his 
confidential secretary. I heard 
of Speedwriting, wrote for the 
Course, and have been able 
to use it since the very first 
lesson. I feel that my present 
position and increased salary 
are very largely due to Speed- 
writing.”"—Lulu Moore, Hunt- 
ington, W. Va. 


Bigger Pay 
For You! 


\ Ul WRITING helps you 

to become a more 
| capable and more efficient stenog- 
rapher. Your employer will know 
| that he can depend on you to take 
letters as fast as he speaks. He will 
| know that you will type every letter 

exactly as he gave it to you. He 

will soon see that you can do more 

work—faster, cleaner and more ac- 

. x — all for me what it has done for 

curately than others. 

There can be no better proof of these Jean S. Moore, Lebanon, 

valuable pay-raising advantages than the Tennessee. 

letters of SPEED- 

WRITING students. 
On this page you can 
| read some enthusias- 
| tic comments. Thou- 
sands of letters just 
| like these have been 


“I wish to tell you of my 
good fortune in securing a 
position in a lawyer's office 
here in town. I got this place 
just after I had sent in my 
final examination to you, even 
before I had received it back. 


“I got a raise two weeks 
after getting the position. So 
you see Speedwriting is doing 


received. 
Write at once for 
the big, fascinating 


book which explains 
every detail of 
SPEEDWRITING 
and how you can 
learn this new, easy, 
dependable stenogra- 
phy in spare time at 
home. Your request 
for the book is the 
first step towards a 
better position and 
bigger pay This 
valuable book is 
FREE, so send for it 


Speedwriting, Inc. 

200 Madison Ave., Dept. B.S. 77 

New York, N. Y. 

to know more about 
You may send me the 


I do want 


FREE Booklet without obligation on 


today my part. 
SPEEDWRITING, 
Inc. Name 
200 Madison Ave. 


Dept. B. S. 77 Address ....... 


New York, N.Y. 


i 

i 

Speedwriting. 
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Smart Set Six Months $1 


To give you a chance to get acquainted with SMART SET, we 
offer a special reduced price for a half-year subscription—six 
months for $1. 

We know that if you read the magazine that long you will not 
willingly be without it thereafter. For besides SMART SFT’s 


vital stories, the made-to-order fiction of the average magazine 
will seem pale. 


The Young Woman’s Magazine 

SMART Set is the first and only magazine ever published en- 
tirely for young women. 

It brings you the zippiest fiction entertainment printed in ay) 
magazine—stories and novels of girls like yourself—stories of 
love and mystery, humor, adventure, romance—full-length 
novels of big towns and small ones, of life in business, in 
society, on the stage and the studio—life as lived by men and 
young women of today! 

And in addition, from month to month SMART Set shows 
you how to increase your charm, how to dress to bring out 
your good points, how to choose a career and succeed in it—a 
world of useful information on clothes, make-up, business, and 
all the other interests of modern American young women. 


Don’t Delay— Act Today! 
Pin a single dollar bill to the coupon below and mail it in at 
once. You will save 50c.—and you'll get more fun, informa- 
tion, help, amusement, entertainment and value than a dollar 
ever brought you before! It’s a promise. 


SS. 12-29-6 Mos. 


SMART SET, 221 West 57th Street, New York, N. Y. 
YES, I want SMART SET for the next six months. [J I enclose $1. [I will remit $1 when billed. 
Name 

Address 

City. 


Regular subscription pric 
SOc. extra for six m mths. 


When you write to advertisers please mention Smart SET MaGAzINE 
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? hy grind along at tiresome, uninteresting 
work with long hours and no future? Ww 

all your life from every Tom, Dick, and Harry w 
happens to be your boss? 


Are You Caught Behind the 
Bars of a “Small-Time” Job? 


i % ll-time’’ job at low men before you have read of COYNE just as you are 
win doing and are making $50—875—$150 a week as 


help and practical trainin 
climb out of the rut, and J L 

Right now—this very minute—you hold the key to Don’t missit! Today may be the big turning-point in 
REAL SUCCESS in your hand. Hundreds of other your whole life! 


hytakeorders a result. This is your BIGCHANCE to get agen 
ou 
EY! 


that will enable 
SCARN REAL MO. 


LEARN 


Without Books or Correspondence 
IN I2 WEEKS 


By Actual Work — in the Great Shops of Coyne 


OME kinds of jobs ought to be labeled with a bi 
sign that says ‘‘Man-killer.’’ They are either so 
heavy, dirty and hard that they sap a man’s strength 


and keep him dog-tired all the time—or 


& No Advanced Education or 


else they are so disagreeable, uninter- 
esting and poorly paid that they kill 
his ambition in almost no time. And 
AMBITION is the most valuable thing 
a man can have! 


Fascinating Work— 
Real Pay! 


That’s why so many men are turning to ELEC- 
TRICITY, which offers unlimited rewards and op- 
portunities—with ordinary salaries of $50—$75 and 
up a week! Right now big electrical jobs are actu- 
ally going begging! Electrical experts are in de- 
mand— and the need is growing every day! The 
situation is one that spells O-P-P-O-R-T-U-N- 
|-T-Y in letters a foot hich for the man who is 
wide-awake enough to see it! 


Learn Quickly 


Let me make you a master electrician — the 
Coyne way. I've done it for thousands of others— 
farmers, laborers, factory men, and hundreds who 
haven't had more than 8th grade education! I can 


do it for you—and start you off on the road to ine 


Big Pay Jobs 


common in electricity. Our 
free employment bureau puts you 
in touch with openings to choose 
from. The following are only a 
few of the kind of positions you 
fit yourself for in the Great Shops 
of Coyne: 
Farm Lighting Experts 
$60 to $100 a Week 
Armature Expert 
$50 to $100 a Week 
Power Hoyse Operator 
$50 to $75 a Week 
Auto Electrician 
$60 a Week and up 
Inventor - Unlimited Income 
Maintenance Engineer 
$60 a Week and up 
Service Station Owner 
up to $200 a Week 
Radio Expert, $60 a Week and up 
Contractor, $3,500 to $15,000 a Year 


dependence and big earnings in just 90 days! 


Not by Books 


The secret of Coyne-training is that it is ALL 
PRACTICAL work. No books —no dry lessons— 
no useless theory. In the great shops of COYNE 
you learn the “ins and outs” of Electricity by ac- 
tual work on real electrical equipment—the finest 
vutlay in the country! And t of all — experts 
vork right with you every step of the way, show- 
ng you all the electrical secrets that are essential 


Special Reduced 
Tuition Offer 
— Fe 
Anniversary Offer. You can now 


et a real money-making train- 
ing at the lowest price. 


to your success! 


COYNE 


When you write 


any man into a master electrician in 12 happy 
weeks? You don’t need a bit of previous experi- 
ence or advanced education. Many of our most 
successful graduates are fellows who never went 
to high school and hated “book learning.’’ The 
Coyne method is diferent! 


Special Offer Now 


Make up your mind today to 
get into one of these real-pay 
electrical jobs. If youact now— 
I'll pay your railroad fare toChi- 
cagoand give you these courses 
free! AVIATION ELECTRIC- 
ITY, RADIO and AUTOMO- 
TIVE ELECTRICITY! And be- 
sides that, I help you to a part- 
time job while learning! FREE em- 
ployment service for ‘ife after d- 
uation, too We place dozens of men 
in wonderful jobs every week. 


Send for FREE Book 


Just give me a chance to tell you 
about the unlimited opportunity 
that awaits you. Let me send you 
this big book free, containing over 
150 photographs and listing and 
telling you how you can qualify 
for the kind of jobs that lead to 

75 to $200 a week. If you really 
want more money and a won- 
derful future, send for this 
book now! Ne obligation. 
Simply mail the coupon. 


pt. 
500 South Paulina Street, Chicago, I1!. 
a Dear Mr. Lewis:—I want the facts, so without obligation, send me 
your free illustrated catalog and details of your RK. R. fare. 


ELECTRICAL | 


500 S. Paulina St., Dept. 99-90 H. C. Lewis, Pres., Chicago § ci, Sete 
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All Europe gives the little 
Typical American Girl 


A great big hand 


Le Bourget to Berlin. 
Edna Peters, on the 
steps of her aero- 
plane, starts on a 
new American inva- 
sion of Germany. 
Her smile says that 
she’s not in the 
least air conscious! 


In the salon of Louise Selby. being fitted for the sea- 
son’s newest frock. Madame Selby—the foremost 
American designer in France—says that Edna Peters 
was born to wear the dresses that are driving Paris mad! 


At the automobile races in London, Edna—lovely 
in coral chiffon—presented the prize to the win- 
ner. From her expression our ambassador has 
done more than cement international friendship 


Queen Wilhelmena’s 
birthday féte in Zeeland. 
Edna Peters, in a Dutch 
peasant’s gala costume— 
as America’s gift to 
Holland! She was the 
guest of Hendrick 
Van Loon — author of 
History of Mankind” 
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Po ! 


Hawkins: ‘My word, has one of the ladies just left?”’ 
Meadows: ‘No, the new issue of PHoropLAY Magazine just arrived.” 
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It’s your Move and you can't lose 


if you give or get an Elgin for Christmas 


Christmas came long before watches, but ever since 


the two have been on earth together . . . they’ve 


been together inseparably, it seems ... For some- 
how a watch is the perfect way of saying to those 
you love, all the things that bubble up inside you 
when the mellow Christmas season comes along. 
Perhaps it’s because a watch carries your present sen- 
timents long into the future, saying with every beat 
“may every hour I record be happy as this Christmas 
day of my presentation.”... And this is the best 
Christmas in sixty years for choosing an Elgin. 
More styles. More new shapes and sizes. Prices in 
a closely ascending scale, from $14.85 to $650. New 
combinations of metals and enamel. New settings of 
precious gems. A new Elgin watch family, the larg- 
est in the world, but still backed by the old Elgin 
tradition of fine timekeeping, accurate, faithful ser- 
vice and an unconditional guarantee. 


In the four squares above .. . (Upper left) Parisienne 
watch designed in Paris by Callot Soeurs. Set with 
two selected diamonds... $75.00. (Upper right) 
Sterling silver cigarette lighter with 15-jewel Elgin 
watch in the case .. . $65.00. (Lower left) New Elgin 
clock, mounted in fountain pen set . . . $37.50. 
(Lower right) The Elgin Legionnaire ... a peace 
time strap watch of war time strength .. . $19.00. 


(nd now in the checkerboard to your right are four 


more examples of Elgin’s fine craftsmanship. (U pper 


— | 


left) Forty-two diamonds set in a platinum top case. 


| 
= 4 


7421 

seuss 


Accurate, 17-jewel movement .. . $500.00. (Upper 


right) Smart new traveling clock in blue, beige or 
black leather tooled with gold ... $25.00. (Lower 


left) Elgin pocket watch in ultra-modern case with 


green and black enamel . . 365.00, (Lower right) And 


the new Lord Elgin . . 15-jewel movement . . $50.00. 


@ELGIN 1929 ELGIN WATCHES ARE AMERICAN MADE ALL PRICES SLIGHTLY HIGHER IN CANADA 
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THE PRIMA DONNA 


T'S news indeed when an American girl conquers the opera. Beauti- 

ful Hallie Stiles refused to be stopped by parental opposition to her 
singing career. By modeling she worked her way through school and 
vocal lessons. The night she opened at the Paris Opera, three years 
ago, she hadn't the price of her dinner. But one hearing of her lovely 
lyric soprano voice and her future was assured. This winter Hallie 
is singing leading roles with the famous Chicago Opera Company 


Wide World 


> > 
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D. Jay Culver 


THE CHRISTMAS CARD MAKER 


LABOR of love opened the way to business success for Henrietta 

“Brownie” Strong. A native New Yorker, she had been teaching 
children’s art, particularly wood block work. One Christmas she de- 
signed a series of novel print cards for her friends. Enthusiastic orders 
poured in for “Brownie’s Block Prints.’ Somewhat startled but equal 
to the opportunity, she organized a designing and manufacturing plant 
for cards, seals and wrapping papers. The third year she moved three 
times to larger factories and cleared up one hundred thousand dollars 
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THE COSTUMER 


OMETIMES a hated sideline leads a clever girl to success. It was so 
with Kiviette Pomerance. Born in Staten Island, Kiviette dreamed 

of becoming an artist. Throughout her teens, she labored to paint im- 
portant pictures but sold dress designs to pay the rent. An important 
New York society dowager saw some of her work and hired Kiviette to 
plan a costume ball for her. That started her. A theatrical producer, 
at the ball, hired the girl to design his next production. She made good. 
Result, Kiviette now costumes most of Broadway's musical comedy hits 


D. Jay Culver 
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THE COSMETICIAN 


COMPELLING interest frequently shows the way 

to fame and fortune. At college Frances Patricia Gor- 
don was most interested in two subjects—chemistry and 
feminine beauty. Graduating, she entered a laboratory to 
experiment with new complexion aids. Possessing a natural 
sense of fashion, she anticipated the need for new powders 
and rouges. Thus, though she had little capital, she soon 
was able to establish a new cosmetic line. Ten years work 
followed. Today finds her a world-known beauty authority 
and vice-president and advertising manager of her own firm 
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D. Jay Culver 


THE PRODUCER 


IS time it was bookkeeping 

that served as the needed open- 

ing wedge. From her desk in a busy 
commercial firm, the theatrical world 
seemed a fascinating but unattain- 
able mirage to young Albany-born 
Jean Barkow. Then a New York 
producer advertised for a book- 
keeper. P.S. Jean got the job. She 
was so efficient the producer began 
trusting her with other assign- 
ments. Very soon Jean was expert 
in lighting, staging and casting plays. 
When Jed Harris started to pro 
duce, he hired her as his assistant. 
Result, such outstanding hits as 
“Broadway” and “The Front Page” 
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THE INSURANCE BROKER 


HARMING Evelyne Grieve accounts for her record-breaking rise 

in insurance broking through studying the mistakes of others. As 

a woman's club secretary, this Philadelphia girl heard hordes of misguided 
insurance agents in action. What they needed was more facts and tact, 
she decided. Three years of study and she was ready. Three more years 
and she had become a leader in insurance sales, writing policies running 
into millions. Now, able to pick and choose her customers, Evelyne 
avoids woman clients “because they take so long in making up their minds” 


D. Jay Culver 
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THE DECORATIVE ARTIST 


HILE still at boarding school Helen Dryden designed a set of paper 

dolls that won a prize offered by a Philadelphia paper. Her par- 
ents opposed her taking up art as a career so Helen launched out alone at 
seventeen. At the end of a year in New York she sold her first drawing, 
a highly imaginative cover design. The magazine ordered dozens of covers 
immediately and the young artist was triumphant. Followed much work. 
Now Miss Dryden is pre-eminent in her field. She further proves her 
versatility by designing modernist furniture, automobiles and textiles 


Edward Thayer Monroe 
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D. Jay Culver 


THE DOCTOR OF COURTESY 


LUGGING a switchboard at $15 per doesn’t suggest a short cut to 

a big income tax. Yet clever Joan Wing made her “hello girl” ex- 
perience the foundation for a unique, highly paid career. As telephone 
operator she observed the value and rarity of politeness in business, also 
the wherefor of wrong numbers. Joan tried out her theories of the voice 
with the smile winning, while acting as chief operator. Now, as courtesy 
doctor, she instructs on a contract basis, the staffs of many corporations 
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Said Savings Book 
To Peter Purse, 

“Migosh, I couldn’t 
Feel much worse!” 


Said Peter Purse 
To Savings Book— 
“It was some wallop 
That I took!” 


Don’t Give Until Hurts 


HE girl had been crying. I saw it, ever so plainly, 

as I paused beside her desk. It was written all 

over her face—the grief that she felt. It shadowed 
the violet gray of her eyes. And—though it was not my 
office (though it was, perhaps, not my business!) I asked a 
question. 

“What’s the matter?” I asked. And then—‘“‘Can I help?” 

The girl looked up, and two great tears rose in the violet 
gray eyes. 

afraid not,” she murmured. “Only—/’m so 
ashamed! 1 can’t compete with the rest! Christmas—it’s 
gotten beyond me. I can’t buy the elaborate gifts that the 
other girls in this office are buying—not on my salary! 
And I refuse to go into debt, for Christmas, as some of 
them do. I love the crowd I work with—but I can't give 
all of them costly presents. And, for that reason, I feel 
completely out of it!” 

“But don’t you think that’s foolish?” I asked. “Surely 
being sensible doesn’t—” 

But the girl had interrupted me by bursting into a new 
flood of tears. 

So this is for her—this page. And for all other girls, 
single or married, who have felt as she feels. 


HRISTMAS has, unfortunately, become a competitive 
day. A day in which families and friends and office 
groups are apt to strive for supremacy. A day dedicated to 


the sort of buying that means worry and self sacrifice. Prob- 
ably a billion dollars is spent, each year, on the purchasing of 
gifts—gifts often unnecessarily extravagant and ill chosen. 


Much more often than you realize, a girl of small salary goes 
into debt to make what she feels to be her part of the proper 
Christmas gesture. Her clothes may be shabby and her 
room rent unpaid—but she'll bestow Christmas presents 
with reckless hands. She'll be a glorious spendthrift—hold 
up her end with the rest. And if she can’t do it—she’s 
ashamed. 

But it isn’t necessary—this wild orgy of buying and 
giving. 

Any one would rather receive a gift inspired by affection 
—a gift on which some thought has been expended—than 
an extravagant gift. Believe it or not! 

This month Smart Set is giving a real service, I think, 
in printing a list—and photographs—of a group of moder- 
ately priced gifts. Of a group of gifts that make up, in 
charm, for their lack of costliness. These printed sugges- 
tions won't wreck any bank account—won’t stand for any 
sacrifice that is too great. And yet they'll be acceptable. 
For they are in good taste and there’s something, among 
them, to fit almost every individual need or desire. There's 
something that the most casual, or dearest, friend will enjoy! 


Ce giving—giving to make an impression, 
even though it hurts—is destructive. Giving with a full 
heart and a sense of the eternal fitness of things—and by fit- 
ness I mean the size of your pocketbook as well as the needs 
of the person to whom you are giving—is constructive. Giv- 
ing freely, and in a sense, sensibly, is Christmas. 

And Christmas—when it is free of worry and false gen- 
erosity—is the top of the year! 
MarGaret E. SANGSTER 


THE Annual Billion Dollar CHRISTMAS HEADACHE 
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Sentimental Story? Yes. 


We All? What 


Aren 


But 


the 


HERE are, of course, women who never grow up—too 
many of them—Steve Bradford reflected. Doubtless 
a good half of the women right here in the stuffy sub- 
way car—the one across the aisle, for instance. Fifty 
or more—her red hat and redder lip$ would have been hateful 
on a flapper. Women with the eternal “little girl” complex! 
He sighed. His wife was one of them 
That very characteristic of “little girlness’—for all he hated 
it now—had drawn him to her eight years ago. She was 
rather pretty in an elfin, gypsy way. She was good. She 
loved him after her own skin deep fashion. It was a pity to 
hurt her, but—life was going—he was thirty-eight 
He had been going on the rocks for the want of the things 
a man needs so—sympathy, understanding, mental companion- 
ship—had been—for now there was Helen 
When he married he had been a “rising young architect.” 
Six years later he was still that except for the “young.” Helen, 
working side by side with him for two years, had seen. She 
had helped him; there were those two big places in Connecticut 
she had brought his way. That was before they knew they 
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loved each other—before he realized it 
He wasn’t blaming Marge for anything 
that she was limited. He 


at any rate. 

It wasn’t her fault 
was sure she realized it herself 
lately. He had made very few demands on her. She had gone 
her own way. They didn’t even spat much any more. 

So it oughtn’t to be so hard to tell Marge about Helen 
Lindon. He hated to—oh, how he hated it! But Helen urged 
him to get it over by the new year; it was the middle of 
December now. 

Marge could go to Reno—Heaven send she'd suggest it her- 
self—and then he could start life anew. No use regretting— 
wishing he'd waited for Helen. ‘There had been no intrigue 
in their affair. He was thankful for that. Helen was too good, 
too fine. She hated underhandedness and deceit. She hadn't 
a piece of jewelry because the hate of sham was a part of her. 
She had nothing except the small exquisite solitaire pearl he 
had given her 

Marge wasn’t like that. 
ful junk, and gloried in it. 
and ten—beads, bracelets, earrings. 


She had, literally, a barrel of color- 
Much of it he suspected was five 
How he abominated those 
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Santa Brought This Couple Cannot Be Put in Stockings 


M. C. HODGES 


Illustrations by R. F. SCHABELITZ 


dull gold hoops she’d been wearing lately! She made more 
fuss over the twenty dollar string of carnelian he'd given 
her than Helen would have made over a diamond necklace. 

What would Marge do? He looked at the tired-faced 
straphangers around him. Would she be one of them? 
The thought was like a knife thrust. Yet, he reflected. 
she wouldn't be unhappy there. She had no luxurious 
tastes—he thought of her hom>-made dresses. She'd had 
plenty of money for decent clothes. What had she done 
with it?) She was the oldest of a family of seven. Per- 
haps she had spent it on them. Well there'd be an end 
to that. Perhaps a small alimony. Oh, yes he owed her 
that! 


UT he was going to need money. Helen wanted to live 

in the country. It wasn’t just sporting of them to 
plan, ignoring Marge’s very existence. 

As he walked the two blocks from the subway his trou- 

bled thoughts kept pace with him. But there was, he no- 

ticed, a strange smell in the air—yet not strange at all— 


Marge was on 
guard. And the fear 
in her dark eyes sick- 
ened Steve. ““Oh, but 
you promised!”’ she 
breathed, huskily 


something familiar and pleasant. At the 
corner grocery he saw a pile of little cedar 
trees laying on the side walk, roped together 
as they had been thrown off the truck. A 
shabby little fellow of eight or nine was 
poking at the ropes. Bradford halted and 
the boy straightened up, bristling with 
defiance. 

“Here you!” Bradford said  crossly. 
“That’s no way to get a tree.” He dug into 
his pocket, gave the boy a dollar. “Buy it!” 

Somehow he had to do it, though the next 
instant he was calling it a silly impulse and 
wishing he hadn't. Not because the boy, in 
sheer surprise no doubt, had snatched the 
dollar and made off without thanking him, 
but because he had the picture of a pinched 
little face and shivering ill clad little body— 
as it he hadn't enough blue devils already! 
When he let himself into the apartment, 
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Christmas is More Than a Day—I Is a State of Mind and Heart 


he could hear Marge in the kitchen, talking to Peter her gray 


Persian. That cat annoyed him—great, fat, lazy animal! 

She came into the dining room, taking off her big apron. 
She was very small and slim. Her dress of tomato red silk, 
she had made herself. There was a necklace of dull gold 
against her brown skin; her black wavy hair stood out in a 
wild bob that shadowed her dark eyes, and made her face 
look smaller than ever. 


HE darted at him quickly and he had an uncomfortable 

feeling that she expected him to kiss her. He had never 
kissed her since that day he first kissed Helen. But Marge was 
only reaching for the cigarette box which she put down at 
his place 

“Hard day?” she asked him. He grunted some response. 
There was no explaining hard days to Marge 

The dinner was perfect: clam bisque, a fillet mignon, broc- 
coli with hollandaise, a deep dish apple pie, clear strong coffee. 
Marge loved to cook and she had acquired a taste for good 
food, far from the Irish stews and fried pork chops of their 
first year. Some men, Steve thought, live for this. Too bad 
he didn't! 

‘I went to the Capitol, to-day Steve,” Marge was telling 
him. “I saw Lon Chaney in ‘West of Zanzibar.’ Oh, Steve 
the Zulu dancing was wonderful! I loved it!” 

Yes, you would.”” He looked at her and thought of Helen: 
tall, fair, with smooth bands of blond hair, and her love of 
fine things Is that why you're wearing that piece of junk?” 
Steve pointed to the gilt necklace. “I hate it!” 

She fingered it lovingly. “You're doing too much hating 
these days, Steve, and you look seedy. ! wonder if you had 
a decent Junch—” 

“For Heaven's sake,” he exploded, “put that cursed cat out! 
Can't we ever have a meal without his yowling?” Peter had 
stretched up and laid an investigating paw on the table. Steve 
struck at him 

“Aren't you ashamed, Steve? He only spoke one little 
word. Come here Peter.” She took the big cat in her lap, 
shielding him with both arms. 

“Put him out!” 

“I will not. He’s doing no harm.” She calmly began her 
dessert 

Steve flung down his napkin and got up. In the doorway he 
turned. “You know how I hate your making a fuss over that 
cat! 

She looked at him steadily. ‘What else have I to make a 
fuss over, Steve?” 

What did she mean by that? Nothing, of course—but an 
old pain stabbed him—a pain still cruel after seven years. It 
had been his alone, for Marge hadn't cared about the baby 
that had lived one little day. It had been a tragedy to him 
that she was untouched by the loss. He would have been a 
big boy now, going to school. A good little pal, some one to 
live for! 

But Marge had forgotten. There was no depth in her for 
grief or love. As soon as her health came back, she had been 
happy and content with her household tasks. She had never 
even spoken of the child. Peter was as much to her. Steve 
heard her singing, talking to the cat as she washed the dishes. 

He tried to read. She went back and forth through bed- 
room, kitchen, and living room, doing a thousand small tasks, 
pottering with window boxes, wrapping Christmas packages— 
she had a child’s love of Christmas—setting the table. Rest- 
less, fussing, the never ending humming of a song. How had 
he endured it all these years? 


HEN at last she came into the living room, she had her 
sewing basket. She curled herself up in a big chair, 
drew her feet under her and the cat leaped to the chair arm 
“I've laid out your gray suit, Steve. That one’s ready for 
the cleaners.’ 
Fussing, eternal fussing! 
Marge,’ he said harshly, “I'm tired of living like this.” 
She didn't raise her eyes from the piece of amethyst satin 
she was quilting. “Working too hard, Steve? If you take 
your tonic—or maybe two weeks in Bermuda—” 
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“No! No! I’m fed up. Don’t you see? I want to quit!” 

Her hand went to Peter's head. She hummed her careless 
bit of song. She was stupid! Maddening! 

“I can't stand it any more!” He threw it at her brutally. “I 
need something you can’t give me.” 

She looked at him steadily, her dark eyes shadowed by that 
wild bob, and waited. He could have struck her 

He sprang up, stood over her, his big hand clenched. “I 
want a divorce! There is another woman. I'm going to marry 
her!” 

“Yes,” she said, “I—I see.” 

He felt a bit ashamed. “It doesn’t surprise you much?” 

“No, I knew it long ago. Helen Lindon, that interior 
decorator you work with—” 

“So you've been spying!” 

“Oh, no. But people told me. Several people who thought 
I should do something. I sort of bet on you against them.” 

Steve swallowed hard; he hadn't expected this. “I’m sorry, 
Marge, but it’s been deuced hard for me—” 


E HAD expected reproaches, hysterics, a wild scene. Was 

she an absolute moron? Just that steady unreadable look 
Peter was staring too. That cursed cat! In a sudden frenzy 
he struck at it but she was too quick for him and her arm 
caught the blow 

“Lord Marge! I didn’t mean to do that but that devlish 
cat!” He mopped his forehead. Silly to let your nerves ride 
you! How little her arm was, like a child’s—like that boy's 
he had seen tonight. 

“All right Steve—didn’t hurt—doesn’t matter—” 

“No, nothing matters. Nothing hurts you. You don’t care.” 

Her temper flashed then. That was the only emotion in 
her—temper. “Care? What will that get me?” 

Was she thinking of money? 

“What will you do?” he asked. 

“Do? There’s one sure thing, Steve—I won’t die of it. 
You may bank on that. I'll go on I guess. Everybody has 
to. If you must have Helen Lindon, go to her. Go tonight 
if you want to!” 

She must be bluffing. She wasn’t clever enough to strike at 
his self valuation like this. 

“It’s not as easy as all that, Marge. Helen wouldn’t want 
me to do that—she’s too fine for that.” 

“Too smart, you mean. Anyway I hope she takes care of 
you.” 

“Care of me! A man needs something more than to be 
fed and have his clothes laid out for him.” 

She took up the bit of amethyst satin and went to work. 

“We'll thrash this out while we're at it, Marge. What will 
you do? You can stay on here in the apartment until you 
decide—in fact until you are ready to go to Nevada—” 

“To Reno? You want me to go there? But I thought it 
is you—” 

“Yes, but it’s best always for the woman to get the divorce, 
and the sooner the better—”’ 

“But it’s Christmas, Steve.” 

“You mean you want to stay here till after Christmas?” 

“No—I thought we—I mean I'd go up to Pinecrest for 
Christmas.” 

“But I wanted—in fact I'd planned to go there myself, and 
have Hawley and Jim—”’ 

“That isn’t fair Steve. You owe this to me. For months 
I've planned—I will have it—I will! I don't care whether 
it suits you or not. The day after Christmas I'll pack my 
things and never go back—” 

“All right! Have it your way.” He went into the bed- 
room and began to pack, flinging his bags on the gold satin 
cover of his twin bed. How beautifully she kept everything, 
little bundle of energy that she was. That would mean a 
great deal to some men. They wouldn’t mind if the soul had 
been left out of her 

He called to her from the front door. He did not want 
another sight of her, huddled in the big chair, intent upon her 
amethyst satin 

“I'm going to the Winton. I've left the phone number, and 
a check.” 


“Thank you, Steve,” she 
said quietly. “And good 
night 
“Good night.” He raged 
inwardly. She took it as 
lightly as that. Thought he 
was coming back in a day 
or two! He'd show her. 
Her attitude disturbed him 
beyond all reason. Didn't the woman feel anything at all? 

He reported to Helen the next night at dinner but he had 
no sense of elation that the hardest part of the battle was won. 

Helen put her slim cool hand over his, her blue eyes nar- 
rowing. “You see, darling, I was right. You were too 
conscientious. It is plain enough she has some one. In fact, 
1 heerd it long ago, but I couldn’t say it to you.” 

His face flushed darkly. “What rubbish!” He was sur- 
prised at his own vehemence. “That’s not true. Marge 
never—” 

“Oh, Steve, dear, that little girl type is like that always. Sly 
as cats, and men adore them. Isn't it true? Isn't it?” 

She was demanding an answer. “Well,” he said, “you know 
what I adore.” She tightened her fingers on his. 

‘Let me see—three months. You think she will go at once? 


Helen—the other woman—sat waiting for him, in her car, 
on Christmas eve. She had, Steve thought, everything 
that his wife lacked! She wasn’t the kind of a person we have a real April—not 
who waited for things to be given her. She took them 


That will leave you free in 
April. Heavenly! If only 


cold rain like this year. The 
country—”’ 

“Country? What’s on your mind, dear?” 

“Steve, vou know that Greenwich house—the one we did fr 
Fawcett? You said yourself it is perfect. Fawcett is on the 
ragged edge and I'm sure that thirty thousand—” 

“For a summer place, Helen?” 

“Oh, we'd live there from April till Christmas—hardly a 
summer place.” 

He was aghast. “But getting to the office at nine-thirty’” 

“I’m not worrying about offices any more. You didn’t think 
that because I’m modern—” A faint color came into her 
flawless skin. 

“Sweetheart!” contritely. “Of course not. Id hate it. 
But I have to go to the office.” 

“Lazy boy! I guess it won’t hurt you a bit to get up at six- 
thirty. It will do you good.” [Continued on page 80] 
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HARRY CARR’S 


CKFORD and the Gish Sisters Appear .. . Dorothy Gish’s 


Troubles... Why Pickford Left Griffith... What Mary was 
Working for and How Fairbanks was Brought in to Replace Her 


N THE movies, I date 
back to the days when we 
called motion picture stu- 
dios “camps.” 

Strictly in confidence I go 
even further back than that. I 
go back to the time when old 
man Talley ran a little peek- 
for-a-nickle show in a booth 
under the old Ramona Hotel, 
on the corner of Spring and 
Third streets, Los Angeles 

One day he rushed out in great excitement and stopped me 
as I was ambling along the sidewalk. ‘Come in here,” he said, 
“I've got the darndest thing—they call it a moving picture.” 

I went in with him and saw my first movie—Mr. James J. 
Corbett, the champion of the world, punching the nose of one 
Courtney—on a screen that leaped and flickered and jumped 

Since then I have seen stars in the act of being discovered 
I have seen many of them sink back into the gory sea of 
oblivion. Incidentally I saw Talley become one of the great 
figures of the “Fourth Greatest Industry’—and drop out again. 

The first movie actress I ever saw was 
Miss Louise Glaum. She was the first great 
vamp of the screen. A young reporter on 
the newspaper I helped edit came in one day 
with a sensational suggestion “Tl bet 
there's some news that people would like to 
read about out in these movie camps,” he 


said. We didn’t believe it, but we let him 
try He came back towing Louise Glaum ail 
She is not really so small, but the way she aff 


was dressed she looked like a porcelain doll 
It was the day when girls wore very high 
boots. I remember that she had a pair that 
came to the tops of a very entertaining pair 
of calves. Our interest in news from the 
motion picture camps rose. 


NASMUCH as there are now more than 

two hundred writers in Hollywood who 
make their living out of news from the mo- 
tion picture camps, it would seem that the 
boy reporter had a bright idea. 

Not long after that I was invited to come 
to the Universal camp for a literary confer- 
ence. The Universal held forth at the 
corner of Sunset Boulevard and Gower, the 
present site of the Fox studio 

I arrived at a time of stress and storm. 
Mr. Isador Bernstein, the general manager, 
had just received a bill for hay. 

Who eats all this hay?” he cried. 
actors?” 

“The elephant,” was the subdued reply. 

“The elephant!” he thundered. “I don’t 
see any stories about elephants.” 
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“The 


.. The Flop of the Great English Actor... The First Screen 
Fight... The Beginnings of Mabel Normand...Tom Mix Rides 
into the Picture... Griffith Goes Broke... How the Publicity 
Craze Started... An Old Elephant’s Appetite Started Animal 
Pictures... The Birth of the “My Public” Bunk... The 


Talmadge Sisters and Anita Loos Appear on the Horizon 


was the meek reply. 
“Say, 


“That’s because we can’t think of one,’ 

Mr. Bernstein turned to me with an intense look. 
can't you write a story about an elephant?” 

To my intense mortification, I was unable to conjure up a 
drama in which the grand climax was a pachyderm eating 
forty-eight dollars worth of hay. And so my debut in the 
movies was a comparative failure. 

However I redeemed myself to some extent by writing a 
story about a little princess who had never had a good time. 
An old dragoon—at the risk of forfeiting his life—permitted her 


Read how casually Lovey Marsh lost fame, to be re- 
placed by her sister, Mae, who also lost. 
tally, Mae Marsh was the sereen’s first accidental star 


Inciden- 
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The Most Intimate Record Ever Written of 


the Most Romantic 


to go out and play in the gutter 
with the neighbor’s children. It 
was called “The Princess Suzette 
and the Sentry.” It was accepted 
and I went back to the office daz- 
zled by so much wealth. I re- 
ceived twenty-five dollars. 

At that time, the stars at 
Universal were Cleo Madi- 
son, Ann Little and Her- 
bert Rawlinson. Among the 
directors was Miss Lois 
Weber, the first and, at that 
time, the only woman direc- 
tor in pictures. They gave 
my story to her. 


DIDN’T hear any more 

about it until I was in- 
vited to the first perform- 
ance. I went with Miss 
Weber, and her husband and 
co-star, Mr. Phillips Smal- 
ley. I gallantly bought the 
tickets myself—which cost 
me fifteen cents—reducing 
my net profit to $24.85. 

Mr. Smalley was a valua- 
ble husband—especially at 
first performances. Every 
time any one in the house 
made a noise or whispered, 
Mr. Smalley leaped out into 
the aisle and found the of- 
fender, glowered at him 
(or her) and hissed, ‘Sh-h- 
h-shsush!”’ in a most terrify- 
ing manner. 

When the picture came on, I was horrified to discover that 
my little royal princess had become a debutante in an old 
Southern mansion. The dragoon had become an old butler who 
looked like Uncle Tom 

“My public,” explained Miss Weber with cold dignity, “de- 
mands that I star in the pictures I direct and I could not very 
well star in the part of a five-year-old child.” 

So I learned about pictures from her 

Having written a prize fight story called, “Kid Reagan’s 
Hands,” for Mr. Rawlinson and a newspaper story called, “The 
Sob Sister,” for Miss Little, I was offered a guarantee to write 
for the company at a salary of one hundred dollars per month. 
My Scotch ancestry warned me that such huge sums of money 
couldn't be respectable. I knew there must be a catch in it. 
So I turned it down. Afterward, I learned that some enter- 
prising soul drew the salary in my name for more than a year. 

And I learned about pictures from him. 

About this time I remember meeting two little girls named 
Gish and a little girl named Mary Pickford who had a brother 


The first case of 
picture grand lar- 
ceny. In **The Birth 
of a Nation.” a ' 
three - dollar-a-day 
extra stole a scene ' 
from Lillian Gish 


City in the World 


7 named Jack. I can’t honestly say I 

| was much impressed. Pictures didn't 
mean anything to us at that time— 

j just some little folks who appeared 
FP in five-cent shows whose directors 
changed royal princesses into debu- 
tantes in a Southern mansion. 

The Biograph company 
was then riding on the top 
of the wave and Griffith had 
brought a company to Cali- 
fornia to escape the winters 
in New York. They were 
whirling off pictures at a 
dizzy rate. Mary made 
Ramona” in one reel. They 
were more high brow pic- 
tures than there have ever 
been since. They made 
“The Sands of Dee,’ 
Browning’s “Pippa Passes” 
and many other great works 
of literature. 

Jack Pickford used to tell 
me ruefully that picture act- 
ing would be all right if you 
didn’t have to do so ruch 
freight carrying. He and 
Bobby Harron were the two 
youngest actors, so they 
had to ride to location on 
bicycles and carry the props 
for the other actors. In the 
mornings, they would be 
wild Indians marauding 
around on their war ponies. 
In the afternoon, Griffith 
would have them change 
and they would chase themselves over the hills as 


clothes 
United States cavalrymen on Uncle Sam's sturdy troop horses, 
which had been wild Indian bronchos in the morning. 


HE girls of the company were required to be no less versa- 
tile. Dorothy Gish told me her troubles—which I thought 
were valid and reasonable as complaints against the ‘“‘newest 
great art.” In the morning, she had to be an innocent country 
girl flying from the demon Sioux. In the afternoon, she was a 
vicious gun man with a long beard—which tickled her neck. 
Griffith has since told me that Jack Pickford had the mak- 
ings of the greatest actor who had ever come into his studio. 
He could have been a Mansfield on the screen, but he threw his 
life away because he could never make himself care. 

It was on one of these Western trips of Biograph that Mary 
Pickford left Griffith. He refused to pay the scandalous and 
outrageous salary she demanded. I believe it was two hundred 
dollars a week. After a somewhat heated discussion, he thought 
better of it, followed her to the train and meekly offered to 
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Mabel Normand, the beautiful little clown, 
worshipped by all the picture pioneers 
and particularly by Mack Sennett. 
Mabel originated modern comedies 


meet her figure. But by that time Mary’s dander was up and 
she sallied forth to make her own fortune. 

I met Mary not very long after that. She had come back 
to Hollywood with another company and was working in an old 
house near the present site of the Christie studios. Her salary 
had risen by that time to some astounding and prodigal sum— 
three or four hundred dollars a week. As a newspaper stunt I 
suggested that she change a week's salary into silver dollars 
and let me take a photograph of her trying to lift it 

‘Well I should say not,” she gasped 

“Oh, you are working for art alone,” I retorted sarcastically. 

“No. I am working for money, but it is just as well to let 
the public think I am working for art,” said shrewd little Mary 


AM not trying to write a consecutive history—these are 

personal impressions—so I am going to jump a little period 
of time and come to an event that might promote discussion 
in the Douglas Fairbanks family—were it not such a happy 
family 

Doug was used as the instrument whereby the fair and busi- 
nesslike Miss Pickford was to be set down in her place. After 
she left the company, Mr. Griffith decided to go out and find 
inother little girl and make her into a Mary Pickford and then 

by gum—Mary would be sorry! 

The Triangle company had been formed to efface the earth 
ind all other picture companies. Griffith had imported De 
Wolf Hopper, Sir Beerbohm Tree, the great Shakespearian 
ictor and a young fellow who did sprightly parts on the stage. 
His name was Douglas Fairbanks 

What Doug needed was a Mary Pickford to play the lead 
in his pictures. Griffith saw a little brown-eyed extra girl. She 
was sweet and wistful 

He took a puff at his cigarette and looked at her out of the 
corner of his eyes—the way he does 

What's your name little girl?” 

Juanita Horton, sir,” she said, trembling with fright 

That's a no good name for pictures.” 


24 


The Reminiscences of 


“I—Im awfully sorry.” 

‘Don't worry. Something can be done about it. Your 
name from now on is Bessie Love.’ 

With Bessie came a beautiful, willowy, dark-eyed girl. 
She and Bessie had gone to the high school together. Her 
name was Carmel Myers and she was the daughter of a Jewish 
rabbi whom I knew and admired. I met her as she came out 
of the room where Griffith had been making a test. She was 
crying hysterically as the door closed behind her. 

“Good heavens,’ I cried. “What 
has happened to you?” 

“Mr. Griffith—he—he—told me all 
about the persecution of the Jewish 
race. He told me I was Hagar—or some- 
body—and it was so sad that I got to 
crying—and now—I—I can’t stop.” 


i WAS queer how things turned 
out for that company. The illus- 
trious Beerbohm Tree made a picture 
that still stands as the worst flop in 
the history of the industry. De Wolf 
Hopper was a wash-out. But the little 
girls from high school and the actor 
who bounced around panned out. 

I remember meeting Griffith one day 
in a hotel, “Say,” he said, “Want to do 
me a favor? Kill a man for me.” 

“Sure,” I said. “Any particular 
man— or just generally speaking a 
male human.” 

“For choice—Sir Herbert Beerbohm 
Tree, the world’s most distinguished 
actor. On top of the worst flop I ever 
saw, I have to make two more pictures 
with him. Just bring me his scalp and 
no questions asked.” 

“Why don’t you let him walk across 
the floor and call that one picture; let 
him walk back again and call that the third picture?” 

“You have bright ideas,” said Griffith gloomily, “but they 
come too late. You should have thought of that before we 
made a contract which gives him the right to pick out the 
stories.” 

It must have been about this time that I received an invita- 
tion to go on location to see the big thrill in the first really 
big picture ever made. It was the first time I had ever seen 
a picture taken—much less a dynamite thrill. 

The picture was “The Spoilers.” It made motion picture 
history 

The studio scenes were made in a little studio on Glendale 
Boulevard where the Selig company held forth. It. still 
stands there, having passed in and out of many hands since 
then. The picture was directed by Colin Campbell. The 
lead was taken by William Farnum; the heavy was Tom 
Santschi; the girl lead was Bessie Eyton; the bad lady who 
loved and lost was Kathleen Williams 

It was one of the finest pictures ever made. A few years 
ago I was invited by the Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer studio to see 
a re-make of the old one. They showed me the old one with 
great scorn: then the new one made by modern methods. I 
was impressed with the fact that the old one was in every way 
superior 

Colin Campbell never benefited by his work to the extent 
of recognition as one of the big ones. Bessie Eyton faded 
from the screen. Farnum became one of the highest salaried 
of movie actors, but a few years ago he too faded from the 
screen 

Kathleen Williams came the nearest to making hay out of it. 
It won her the long serial, “The Adventures of Kathleen,” in 
which she was chased around jungles by lions and tigers. I 
think she was the first actress ever to work in animal pic- 
tures to any great extent. Of all the women on the screen, 
she has changed the least since I first saw her that day when 
we went out in an automobile together to see the movie mine 
explosion. 
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an Inside Worker in a 


About this time I met in a very casual way, two people who 
were—as the young ladies say in novels—to have a great part 
in my life. 

Out in a canyon near town stood a little shanty on a vacant 
lot. Every time I passed the place, I wondered what was going 
on in that shanty. I found out. Quite a lot was going on. 

Mack Sennett had come to Los Angeles with Fred Mace 
and Mabel Normand and they were struggling with poverty 
and a contract to make a series of motion picture comedies. 
When I met them they had made two or three and sent them 
east—only to be told they were rotten and “don’t do it again.” 

Sennett was a young Irishman as strong as a horse but he 
was bashful, ill at ease and didn’t know what to say. All he 
could do was work; and all he had to contribute to pictures 
was the finest sense of bubbling humor and the finest sense 
ef discrimination and the best knowledge of drama that has 
ever come to the screen. ‘ 


E AND Mabel worked—and quarreled—all day on the pic- 

_ tures. They shot wherever they could borrow a front 
lawn and persuade the lady of the house to move her best par- 
lor furniture out in the sunshine. In the evenings, Sennett cut 
the film they had shot and prepared the sets they just had to 
have of their own making. They changed kitchens into royal 
palaces by putting on some more wall paper. In this, he often 
had the valiant assistance of Mabel. She held the paper while 
Mack swabbed. 

There was no secret in those days that their screen ca- 
reers were bound together by a love affair. It has since 
ended tragically; but it will aiways remain as one of the great 
romances of Hollywood. 


World of Make-believe 


I think there never have been two more brilliant motion 
picture minds. Mabel was adroit, beautiful, brillant and as 
vital as an electric spark. No one will ever know what she 
contributed to Sennett’s great screen career. Looking back, 
I think that these were the happiest days that either of them 
ever knew—days of poverty and scrimping and high ad- 
venture. 

Some years later, I went to work in the Sennett studio— 
my first studio job. I stayed there for more than five years. 
Most of my picture life was lived with Mack and Mabel. 
When I was there was the time that the Sennett lot was the 
incubator of stars. I saw most of the present names-in-electric 
lights in the process 
of coming out of the 
egg as it were. Ina 
later chapter I will 
tell all about these 
days. 

One day I was at a 
baseball game with 
Charles E. Van Loan, 
who was on his way 
to becoming a great 
literary star. Van told 
me that he had an 
idea there might be 
good picture material 
in some of these mo- 
tion picture camps 
Anyhow he intended 
[Cont. on page 118] 


Mary Pickford looked like a baby when she entered pictures. She was actually a child. 
But her brains were always those of a superwoman. Read Mary’s perfect reason for refus- 
ing to be photographed beside her week’s salary. 
is today. 


She is the Peter Pan Princess of Hollywood, the star who has never grown old 


In the oval above, Mary Pickford as she 
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at the Castle of 
Volstead’s 


Ancestors 


Prithee, my cockeyed varlets come 


in and knock off a bowl of mead 
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O THIS is Christmas! Merry 
Christmas! Well, it may be 
Christmas but if it’s merry, a 
pain in the neck is bliss. Ye 

olde Yuletide has become a washout. 

We ought to have ense enough to 
stop selling ourselves so much Christ- 
mas spirit with such high pressure 
salesmanship, and get back to the 
old idea of just having a swell time 
with a lot of good friends. 

It’s time we tumbled to the fact 
that we'll never get a better present 
from Susie than the one we sent her. 
She’s wise. There’s no chance of 
making on the exchange. Better give 
up 


It’s time we conquered the fear 
that the janitor will burn us out of 
house and home if we don’t give him 
his annual bribe. We ought to, 
really. 

But will we? We have almost 
killed Christmas with kindness, the 
cost of kindness being what it is. 

Imagine the ancient Christmas in 
dear olde merrie Englande. All is 
cold but serene. They drag in the 
Yule log across the virgin snow, for they had virgin snow in 
those days. The door of the manor is flung open. There 
stands milady herself; the original milady of the advertise- 
ments, her hands somewhat raw and red from the cold, her 
nose bearing token of a cold in the head, her lovely form 
coddled into half a dozen quilted petticoats. 

She gives words of cheer to the varlets and they cheer back. 
Some carry armfuls of holly and mistletoe and branches of 
spruce. They barbecue all the animals they can lay hands on, 
eat the meat to the last scrap, and wash it down with pitchers 
of ale and wine until they sink into a delightful stupor which 
the cold, the smoke and the pangs of digestion are powerless 
to interrupt. That was Christmas. 

And now what? 


HE last chance for a merry Christmas passed away when 

the Puritans reformed and turned the old homestead into a 
house of correction. Away went the Christmas punch! Away 
went the wassail of whoopee! The family dinner in our pure, 
repentant land is now a rodeo. Some swell bulldozing end rop- 
ing but no gayety. 

Even in the days of dear Mr. Dickens, there were toasts 
beneath the holly and dalliance under the mistletoe, and Tiny 
Tim could actually say, “God Bless Us Every One,” without 
anybody throwing a chair at his head. 

Now we sit down to the family dinner, nine tenths of us 
cold sober, a feeling of austere dread gripping our hearts. With 
tense muscles we clutch our chairs and nervously sip ice water, 
waiting for the annual crack old Aunt Kate takes at Cousin 
Prue. That will start the ball of conversation bounding with 
large uncontrollable bounds. 

Tiny Tim, now grown a hit adolescent and more knowing, 
struggles to his feet, throws an empty flask on the table, and 
as he nears the exit shouts back at the family his parting pro- 
fane version of the old Dickens hokum. His sally saves the 


ristmas? 


Santa Has Become a 
Captain of Industry, Mod- 
ern Stockings Won't Hang 
Up, and the Plum Pud- 
ding’s Gone Prohibition 


By EDWARD LONGSTRETH 


Drawings by GEORGE SHANKS 


day. Aunt Kate and Cousin Prue unite in common righteous- 
ness to lament the wicked generation—which they have raised. 

The family dinner is not the only change in Christmas a la 
1929. We have made Santa Claus a captain of industry. His 
bag of toys has been turned into carload lots. The original 
idea was to give presents to the kids, then our modern gold- 
digger saw her chance and just wouldn't grow up. 

The girl friends are a bit calloused about the whole gift end 
of it. Would some power the giftie’d gie em. If it’s more 
blessed to give than to receive, let the boy friends get the 
blessing. What the girls want is plenty of receiving. 

About the first week in December they sit up late at night 
penning gay, friendly little letters to all the boys who have so 
much as cast them a passing glance during the past year. 
Christmas is just another harvest home for papa’s baby girl. 

But even the girls have families and gir! friends and feel 
they must give somebody something. 

At best, of course it is only a swap. Watch the face of any 
one who has spent $2.50 on a present for a friend, who has not 
so much as sent a card in return, and see how much the spirit 
of giving has to do with it. It’s all [Continued on Sage 123) 
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HE Thrilling Adventure of a By 


Debutante Who Found That She 
Needed More Than a Snappy Outfit 
and a Powder Puff to Fight Lions 


ifty 


OM CHESTER sat hunched up, his arms about his 

knees, smoking a seasoned old pipe. His eyes were 

steadily fixed upon the camp fire, flickering redly among 

the drenched foliage. Red touched the muddy waters 
of the Hawash river. Tom's ears received every sound of the 
jungle. Hippo grunted in the river reeds. Crocodiles wallowed 
in the mud, blinking at the firelight. Hyenas and jackals added 
an ugly note. A million insects droned after a day of rainy 
deluge that had drowned myriads of them. 

Tom’s eyes were on the fire. He could still regard the figure 
sprawled carelessly beyond. It was a small figure, slim and 
boyish in knickers, puttees, and open necked shirt. Brenda 
Nolan’s bobbed head was shapely and small; her face was 
alight with self-reliance, love of living, wilfulness. In another 
setting she would pass for a beauty. One might imagine her, 
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CAPTAIN DINGLE 


Famous Author of Sea Stories, 
who Has Gone to the Jungle 
for ‘This, His Greatest Yarn 


in womanly dress, leader of a smart young set where intellec- 
tuality was never suffered to become offensive, and where the 
charm of youth was permitted to fill its rightful place. Tom 
Chester had heard of her, but he had never expected to meet 
her. Her picture had filled pages of the press in her coming- 
out year. She belonged to a world of which he knew but the 
fringe, and that only because it was men of that world who 
made it possible for him to earn a living as leader of safari, 
or plain hunting guide. 

Their present situation was not of his seeking. He was lead- 
ing old Mallory Dyke’s hunting party in Abyssinia. Up to 
the time he had assembled the party in Addis Abeba, with 
camels, mules, and porters, he had believed it to be a man’s 
outfit, to get black maned lions and hippos. 

When Brenda Nolan appeared in her uncle’s party, Tom 
grumbled to himself. It was no country for women. Dyke 
said she was remaining in Addis Abeba while the hunt was 
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on; but Brenda conceived a tremendous curiosity concerning 
the quiet, efficient, coldly civil safari leader, and when the 
party took the trail at Modjo she was there. 

She could ride better than most men. She shouldered her 
rifle in the manner of a sportsman. She carried her own pack 
and the men erjoyed her chatter, her impudence, her boyish 
lack of fear. She was quite modern in her attitude towards 
male and female contacts. When Brenda Nolan donned man’s 
togs and took her place in a jungle hunting train, she was 


bound to match any man in the crowd. She sharply stopped 
Tom Chester when he started making some special arrange- 
ments for her comfort at the first camp. He saw her snapping 
eyes, and treated her as a man thereafter. So definite was his 
attitude that she was uncertain whether to be gratified or 
provoked. 

Then the rains came. The party reached the lake on the 
first evening out of Modjo. In the night the camp was drowned 
out. Lake and forest roared with rain. Creeks grew to tor- 
rents in an hour. The jungle was a swamp. One of the native 


guides vowed the rains were but beginning. and would yet 
inundate the earth. The camp was shifted to higher ground 
away from the lake. 


Tom Chester issued strict orders that 


nobody should stray from sight of the tents. It was his first 
peremptory command. 

Everybody obeyed except Brenda. She stole from camp 
within an hour after the order was given. He knew she had 
gone, but said nothing. He would explain to her quietly, when 
she returned, how grave the risk she ran, how vital it was that 
on the few occasions when he gave an order it should be 
obeyed. She came back, swinging a string of fish defiantly, 
challenging his disapproval. She was piqued because there was 
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The party—a _ colorful, barbaric caravan— 
started out. And Brenda Nolan, sharing dan- 
gers and discomforts with the rest, rode at the 
head of it. Seeing her Tom groaned inwardly, 
and told himself it was no country for women 


no reproof. The only notice taken of her disobedience was 
when Tom Chester remarked at supper, not to her but to 
Mallory Dyke, that there would be little hope of recovering 
any member of the party who got lost in the swamped jungle. 


““TMPOSSIBLE to track anybody. Ground’s like a sponge,” 
he said. 

“Only a fool could get lost in sound and sight of camp!” 
Brenda retorted to that, and impudently handed him another 
fish from her string, brown toasted on a twig. 

That was last night. Tonight she watched him across a 
campfire at which only they two sat. Much as she wanted to, 
she could not voice the flippant chatter that she knew would 
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searching article in the 


THE TRUTH ABOUT PSYCHOANALYSIS? 


Watch for Dr. A. A. Brill’s JANUARY ISSUE of SMART SET 


surely stir him. He was not acting as she had believed he 
would act; sitting there, hugging his knees, sucking at a cold 
pipe, staring into the black void beyond the fire-glow; staring, 
yet never taking his eyes from her, as she knew very well by 
the shiver that persisted along her spine. But she laughed 

‘Give me a cigarette, and I'll lie down. No use two idiots 
sitting up all night just because it’s likely to rain again.” She 
reached a brown hand across the smouldering fire. 

“I have no cigarettes,’ he said shortly. He took out his 
tobacco pouch. There were two sparse fills for his pipe in it, 
and a wisp of cigarette papers. He shook tobacco on to a 
paper, rolled a slim cigarette, and handed it to her. She took 
it without thanks, lighting it at the red end of a burning stick. 

“Better than nothing,” she murmured, and lay back on the 
moss, her hands under her touselled head, trickles of smoke 
rising upwards into the impenetrable foliage out of which 
beady monkey eyes glared down resent fully. 

Tom Chester gritted his teeth as he realized the full signifi- 
cance of this situation which was entirely due to her second 
disobedience of orders. This morning—the very day after her 
first straying—she had taken her rifle and slipped away again. 
This time she stayed away too long. A herd of hippos, 
stampeded by flood-scared natives, charged the camp and scat- 
tered the party. Tom sent the others on to higher ground 
to re-make camp, took his rifle and a native guide, and plunged 
into the jungle to seek Brenda, quite honestly cursing her for 
a wilful little fool. There was nothing in his seeking her but 
sheer duty to his employer. He had just found her at the end 
of a terrific day and as he watched her take his precious 
tobacco, and burn it up as if the jungle were full of ripe tobacco 
leaves, taking no more heed of their plight than she might a 
blowout in her town car at a garage door, he felt like taking 
her across his bedford corded knee and using his broad belt 
on her 

“Whatever are you grinding your teeth about?” She sud- 
denly sat up, staring at him 

“Go to sleep—if you're able to!” he growled, kicking a dry 
butt into the fire. 


N THE morning the native guide was missing. Tom 

shrugged his shoulders. The country was inundated. A 
guide might do better than drown or starve with a lost white 
hunter. Tom shot a pigeon. There was little of it left after 
the rifle bullet smashed it but it was all their breakfast. He 
tore it apart, giving the girl a fair half, no ‘more. She accepted 
the meagre fare as unconcernedly as she did the fact that 
they were lost. Lost they were, and Tom made that clear. 
The rains had washed out all tracks. 

“We must find the river,” said Tom. She shouldered her 
rifle like a man, puffing another slim cigarette, grumbling a 
little at its slimness. If she noticed that he sucked on an 
empty pipe, she gave no sign; but her grumbling stopped after 
a very few steps. He was the guide now. It was his job. He 
would take her back to their party. 

After an hour the silent, dreary march irked her. In mid- 
forenoon she flung down her rifle. 

‘Not another step without a rest and a smoke!” she stated. 
He picked up her rifle, barely pausing. 

“Can’t rest here,” he snapped. “Listen!” 

Through the vast silences of the steamy, earthy jungle 
thrummed a note of rushing rain. More sibilant than the 
swish of foliage there were sounds of panicky forest life; 
sounds that had not been so obvious while she swung along 
beside the capable, cold man who treated her like so much 
camp gear 

She was frightened—not greatly—for she had real courage. 
But when she took back her gun and followed him, she glanced 
often behind her. She had never done that before. And she 
noticed that Tom kept his pistol holster open, though he 
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usually regarded pistols with amusement, or at most accepted 
them as emergency weapons scarcely likely to be needed. And 
he made no attempt to keep a straight course, but kept within 
reach of trees, and on the fringe of bush wherever possible. 

Once he stopped abruptly, pulling her down, kneeling beside 
her with his finger on her lips. Through a revealing screen of 
scrub, maddened beasts, wild and domestic, came dashing 
blindly across a glade, driven by the double menace of flooding 
rain and fleeing villagers as terrified as themselves. A trampled 
snake squirmed across Brenda’s leg, and she gripped his arm 
fiercely, choking back a cry of horror. Then a mob of wild 
cattle, with leopards clawing their backs, broke and charged 
straight at their concealment. Tom leaped to his feet, tucked 
her under his arm, and dashed headlong from the place. She 
had seen men and women drop infants and go down before 
that savage rush. She was white to the teeth, her feet tripping, 
her breath sobbing. A bush had snatched away her rifle, and 
she was glad to feel it go. 


HEER exhaustion brought them to a halt. Brenda’s clothes 

were ripped and all but torn from her; her shoes were 
scuffed open; her hat was gone and her hair full of twigs. Her 
heart seemed about to burst; her lungs felt as if they were 
filled with lead. Yet one glance at him stopped all thought of 
complaint. His had been the ordeal. Her own legs had never 
carried her to safety. Her ribs ached yet from his fierce grip. 
But his face and arms were bloody from jungle thorns she had 
escaped because of his protection. 

She wanted to ask for a cigarette but his tense attitude in 
the first moment of the halt forced silence upon her. Then 
he relaxed, laid down his rifle, mutely discovered that his pistol 
and ammunition belt had been torn from him, and slowly took 
out his tobacco pouch and pipe. He shook out the last specks 
of tobacco dust on the last paper and made a very slender 
cigarette. She curiously wondered who would smoke it. Si- 
lently he passed it to her with his matches, and stuck his cold 
pipe between his teeth. 

“Make the most of it. You look as if you needed it,” he 
said grufily. 

She lighted and puffed it luxuriously. Her aches began to 
feel easy. She felt almost comfortable, lying on the warm, 
steamy grass beside a torrent that roared over golden sand. 
Things were pleasantly hazy through the tobacco smoke after 
that nightmare rush through the jungle. She was drowsy, 
secure. Almost in a doze, she suddenly sat up, her eyes wide 
and snapping. That quality in his voice as he gave her the 
cigarette! In his manner, too! It was tolerance! He was 
aman! Sheawoman! She needed a tranquilizer for the nerves, 
so the last cigarette must be hers. She flicked the half burned 
butt into the fire and sprang to her feet with a fierce energy. 

“Give me that fishline and I'll get dinner,” she said shortly. 
He solemnly gave her the line from his pocket. Only when 
he had stretched himself on the ground again and closed his 
eyes did he utter a word. 

“Keep within call. We don’t need fish, you know.” 

“Don't be an idiot!” she retorted, and strode upstream. Had 
she been wearing skirts, she might have indulged in mild weep- 
ing. Instead, she brought back fish, cleaned them, and cooked 
them on twigs. He made the fire; he made couches of river 
rushes, raised high on stones and saplings; but she did all the 
other needful jobs, and took jobs from him when he would 
have exceeded the fifty-fifty alotment. Once she started to 
ask for a cigarette, biting the words short at sight of his empty 
pipe, sucked uncomplainingly. Tom Chester’s tobacco clouds 
had always been a lively camp topic. 


HEY took the trail at dawn, following the torrent until it 
joined a subsiding river. That was seven days later. The 
boots of both were but shreds; their [Continued on page 88] 
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OM was tortured, sick at heart. His voice was brusque and 
businesslike, when at last he made an answer to Brenda. “You 
know,” he grated, “that I can’t marry you—that the situa- 
tion is perfectly impossible. You’re you—you should try to under- 
stand! And I—what am I? I’m nothing but a hired hunter!” 
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O YOU know any- 
thing about horses?” 

An impeccably 

dressed, rather old- 

ish man, immensely wealthy 
and famed among his friends 
as one who tries to get all the 
good things out of life, was ad- 
dressing me. The question was 
one of a series he asked in 
weighing my qualifications for becoming his social secretary. 

“Yes,” I assured him, “I know a lot about horses. I've 
ridden ever since I was a little girl. And I love them.” 

“Do you know anything about chaperoning young ladies— 
that is, the kind of clothes they ought to wear and the way 
they ought to conduct themselves?” 

“Why, of course. In a way that’s part of my work. A 
social secretary has to know such things.” 

He calmly looked me over from head to foot, as though 
I might have been a filly he was about to add to his wonder- 
ful stable of thoroughbreds. “You'll do. Ready to start 
when ?”’ 

“Now—but wouldn’t you like to see the reference Mrs. 
Wayland has given me?” 

“Not interested,” he said, a trifle gruffly. “It doesn’t make 
any difference to me whether some woman thinks you're a 
good social secretary. The work here is going to be entirely 
different.” 

And so I became social secretary to an internationally known 
sportsman whom we'll call Mr. Sutcliffe. Also we'll call him 
Uncle Jack—the name by which three beautiful young 
women, sisters, who were members of the household, ad- 
dressed him. 

They were not actually his nieces, as I quickly came to 
learn, but he provided for them in a style entirely commensur- 
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thing exciting to watch! 


Set a pretty girl to catching a 
greased pig—and you’ve some- 
Uncle 
Jack got a great-kick out of this 
quaint form of entertainment 


Secrets 


Yachts, Palatial Homes, 


Expensive Gowns —I Quit 
Them All—I Couldn’t Stand 
the Gaff —I Needed Sleep 


ate with his wealth and was paying the expenses of the 
two younger ones, Alice and Sylvia, at a smart finishing 
school. 

The status of the older sister, Helen, a lovely girl of twenty- 
three, as exquisitely beautiful and charming as any young 
woman I have ever met, was different. Uncle Jack was 
devoted to her. If it had not been for his age I am sure he 
would have married her. Helen, I am also sure, would 
have been quite willing to become Uncle Jack's wife. 

Mr. Sutcliffe lived in lavish styie. A millionaire 
many times over, his philosophy of life seemed to be 
to extract every possible grain of joy out of the riches 
a kindly goddess of fortune had showered upon him. 
He maintained fine elaborate estates. At one, in the 
North, was his thoroughbred stock farm, where were 
quartered sires and dams of the most royal equine 
blood. 

It was because of the interest he took in this costly 
breeding farm and racing stable that he had been 
so particular to learn whether I knew anything about 
horseflesh. One of the first duties assigned to me 
was to compile the breeding records and to assemble 
data for a souvenir booklet he wished to distribute 
among his friends. I was also to get together much 
information for sports editors and newspaper men, 
who were frequent guests at these sumptuous estab- 
lishments. 

The weanlings, from the breeding farm in the 
North were sent to his Southern plantation, where 
they were turned over to expert handlers and the 
best of them weeded out to wear his racing colors on 
the eastern tracks. 


FTER my interview with Mr. Sutcliffe in New York, I 
joined him and his party at the Southern plantation. 
The place was twenty odd miles from the railroad and seven 
miles from the lodge gate to the “mansion,” as the darkies 
called it. 

When Helen met me she said sweetly, “So glad you’ve come. 
We need somebody to take charge—my sisters and I are all too 
inexperienced to run things properly. You're going to be one 
of us. Life is awfully informal here. We just do anything 
we can to amuse ourselves.” 

I found that there were eighteen servants on the place, all 
except two or three being darkies. They had been with the 
Sutcliffe family for many years, and while they lacked the 
finesse of the city trained servant, they were competent and 
easy to handle. 

Aunt Mandy, a real old mammy, who had worked for Uncle 
Jack’s parents, was the head of the dusky clan. A wizard in 
compounding delicious Southern food, faithful in her affection 
for the “master” and the young ladies, she won me over 
completely from the very outset. I resolved to make her my 
chief lieutenant and not to interfere with her in the slightest 
in her long established dominion. She was so able that there 


was little for me to do, outside of ordering the food supplies 
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Social Secretary 


from a nearby city and seeing 
that our great storehouse al- 
ways contained enough. 

We had to keep a huge sup- 
ply of food on hand, as Uncle 
Jack had a habit of inviting 
a whole crowd of friends down 
to the plantation without both- 
ering to tell anybody before- 
hand. 

The men and women Uncle Jack invited to the plantation 
were principally horse lovers. In the afternoons they, as well 
as the servants and other workers on the plantation, would 
go out to the private training track and watch the workouts. 
In addition to the ordinary training routine, the trainer would 
put on two or three events in the nature of actual racing. 
Everybody, from the little barefooted darkies who worked 
in the fields up to Mr. Sutcliffe himself, would bet on the 
outcome. 

My working hours were long, but the duties were pleasanter 
than a social secretary usually finds. The day started for me 
about eight o’clock in the morning, when I would visit Aunt 
Mandy for our daily council of war and then join Mr. Sut- 
cliffe and his close friend, Dr. Barlow (to give him a ficti- 
tious name) in the regular tour of inspection. 

Dr. Barlow was a permanent member of the household. He 
had been a celebrated physician, but had now settled down to 
an easy life in the Sutcliffe entourage, primarily to keep Uncle 
Jack in good physical trim and secondarily because Uncle Jack 
liked his companionship. He received $25,000 a year. 


If You Think Society Life Is All Champagne, Caviar and 
Orchids, You Will Get a Shock from This Very Human Narrative 


By Dressed in riding togs, the 


MARGARETTA ROBERTS 


Illustrations by 
OSCAR FREDERICK HOWARD 


three of us would gallop off to 
the stables before breakfast. 
I always had a notebook and 
pencil ready to make notes on 
the results of certain experi- 
mental injections given to 
horses the day before, or to jot 
down material for the book- 
let. 

One of my principal duties was to take dictation from 
Uncle Jack. At times I would be sitting on top of a fence; 
at other times in the saddle. It didn’t matter where I hap- 
pened to be or what the difficulties were—whenever Uncle 
Jack wanted me to take down something he just threw it at 
me and I was expected to catch it on the fly. 


OCKTAIL hour was another daily ritual. About half an 
hour before luncheon everybody would gather in the great 
hall. For the women members of the party this was usually the 
first appearance of the day. After the activities of the night 
before, cards, dancing or games of chance, most of them slept 
late, and it was only the younger and more energetic ones who 
got up early to go to the tennis courts or private golt links. 
It must not be inferred, however, that there were many old 
women in the party. Uncle Jack did not like old people. He 
surrounded himself with youth. Many of his guests were 
young enough to be his grandchildren. Yet he did not seem 
to be so far removed from them in age. 

The knack of providing diversion for guests was an art at 
which Uncle Jack was pastmaster. At luncheon, generally 
by previous arrangement with me, he would announce 
a program of entertainment for the afternoon, but it 
was clearly understood that any guests who had other 
plans could follow their own inclinations. Sometimes 
the schedule would call for a [Continued on page 120] 


Taking dictation on horse- 
back isn’t the easiest work 
in the world. You’ve got 
to be pretty sure of your 
pencil, of your pony—and 
mostly of your knees! 
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Greater Lo ve 


About 


By 


WILLIAM ALMON WOLFF 


Illustrations by LEONARD DOVE 


R. JAMES FOSTER LAYDEN was a person of 
some consequence in New York, even if he had 
rowed on a winning crew at New London only four 
years ago. That was due, in part, to his name, but 

he deserved some of the credit himself. And there was no doubt 
that mothers with marriageable daughters looked upon him 
with a kindly eye; so, for that matter, did some of the daugh- 
ters, although not yet the right one, as Jimmy Layden saw it. 
Let that pass, though, for the moment; that phase of Mr. 
Layden’s life will be dealt with adequately when the time comes. 

The point just now is that he really was somebody. His 
job with Layden and Company, downtown, was a real one, 
and even his father admitted that he earned his excellent 
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salary. He hadn’t wasted the three years he’d spent in the 
Far East since he left college. Layden and Company, as you 
probably know, have heavier interests in that part of the 
world than any other New York bankers. If you ever want 
a couple of good bonds secured by whatever they have in 
Yokohama instead of a subway, or some sound preferred stock 
in a thriving laundry business in Peking, Jimmy’s your man. 
And, in the course of time, he will be Layden and Company, 
just as his father is now. 


OU wouldn’t have guessed that, though, had you seen him 
a little after ten, of as foul a morning as New York had 
produced that winter, for the edification of visitors from Los 
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Hath No Man Than to Take a Black hye for His Girl 


Sally watched the 
men in amaze- 
ment. She found 
it hard to recognize 
her Jimmy in this 
pugnacious fellow 
whosuddenly sprang 
to her defense 


Angeles and Florida. He was skulking along a cross street, 
toward Sixth Avenue, with his coat collar turned up and the 
brim of his soft hat turned down, and he had the look of a 
man who didn’t want to be seen, or who, if he must be seen, 
didn’t want to be recognized. 

He looked around furtively at the corner, and started un- 
happily when he saw a policeman. He promptly ducked into 
the cigar store that stood on the corner, and came out smok- 
ing a cigarette that tasted to him as if it were made of a poor 
quality of rope, flavored with alum or some other astringent 
that dried up the roof of one’s mouth. Dragging his feet, he 
turned south. 

He was hoping against hope that the shop he was looking 


for had moved. But it hadn't. He saw 
its sign in the middle of the block; the 
name was the same as that which was 
written down on a slip of paper in his 
waistcoat pocket. As if he were likely 
to forget it! He was a lot more apt to 
forget what Tokio Electric Light sixes 
had sold at the day before. 

He came to the door of the shop. He was under the im- 
pression that he was turning to go in, but his feet fooled him, 
and carried him by. He stopped and looked in the window. 
He saw a long double row of assorted pieces of jewelry—rings, 
bracelets, brooches, watches. All were attached to cards on 
which figures had been written in a queer purplish ink. This 
cheered him a little. After all, if things were sold in this 
shop, it was to be supposed that people must, at times, go 
inside to buy them. He pulled himself together, turned and 
went in resolutely. 


E SAW a long, depressing counter, behind which stood 
a young man whose nose was red and shiny and who was 
losing his hair. Beyond the counter was a row of small booths, 
and Jimmy instinctively made for one of these. The young 
man with the nose, looking bored, sidled along behind the 
counter, and looked at Jimmy inquiringly. 
“Er—ah—h’mm—I mean—” said Jimmy. He thrust his 
hand into his pocket and brought out a package done up in 
white tissue paper, secured by a rubber band. This he thrust 
at the young man, who, quite unmoved, took it, opened it, 
and revealed a couple of rings, some bracelets and a pendant. 
“T want—I mean—I want to ho—I mean—lI want to get some 
money on these,” said Jimmy. 
Still without saying a word the other reached for a jeweler’s 
glass, which he screwed into one eye. He began a prolonged 
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Jimmy turned to the smiling girl, and the expression on his face was bitter. 
“This,” he said crossly, “*is a swell place to tell me you'll marry me!” 


examination, and if the look in his uncovered eye was a true 
index of his feelings he didn’t think much of what Jimmy had 
handed him. Jimmy didn’t like this young man. He disliked 
him, in fact, more than any one he had ever seen. 

“How much?” the young man asked, after about five min- 
utes. Jimmy swallowed hard. 

“Five hundred dollars,” he said. 

“How much?” 

“Five hundred dollars.” Jimmy began to feel truculent. 
“They cost about tbree thousand—more, I guess,” he said. 

The young man looked at him. His eyes started at the 
crown of Jimmy’s hat and missed nothing, all the way down 
to his feet. Jimmy, by this time, was perspiring freely. The 
young man shook his head vaguely, screwed his glass into his 
eye again, and repeated his examination of the various pieces. 

“Jake!” he said, raising his veice ever so slightly. 


IMMY heard shuffling footsteps. An older man, wearing a 
black skull cap, appeared. He too examined the jewels. 
Then he and the young man went into conference. 

“How much did you say you want?” Jake asked. 

“Five hundred dollars!” said Jimmy. The wonder was 
that he didn’t scream the words. Jake and the young man 
both looked at him. It wasn’t a flattering look. It did things 
to Jimmy’s spirit. “I—you see—uh—we're waiting for a 
check—those things belong to my—uh—wife—.” 

“What name?” said Jake. 

“Sally,” said Jimmy idiotically, and flushed scarlet. 

“Your name, I mean,” said Jake patiently, and reached for 
a slip of paper and a pen. “And the address,” he added. 

Jimmy was caught with his mouth open. He stood, gaping. 
He ought to have been prepared for this but he wasn’t. Jimmy 
knew all about how a trolley company or a government bor- 
rowed from two to a hundred million dollars, but he wasn’t 
familiar with this particular branch of his own business. 

“Foster,” he said, finally. “James Foster.” 

“Address?” 

Jimmy’s mind had begun to function again. 
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He gave the 


street number of a club, which he happened, oddly enough, 
to remember. The young man was wrapping the stuff up in 
its tissue paper, piece by piece. Jake wrote on a card, went to 
a drawer, counted out five hundred dollars, and pushed money 
and a card over to Jimmy. 

“All right,” he said. 

“Thanks very much,” said Jimmy. 

“You're welcome,” said Jake, looking surprised. 


IMMY pocketed the money and went out into Sixth Avenue. 

He felt queer. He hailed the first cab he saw, heedless of 

his pet economy, which was to avoid using cabs that charged 

the full legal rate, and told the man to take him to an address 
on Park Avenue. 

There he had himself announced, and went up to an apart- 
ment near the roof. The hour wasn’t a conventional one for 
calling on a lady, but he had only to wait five minutes before 
Sally Devenham appeared. Jimmy gulped when he saw her, 
but that was more or less usual. Sally did things to him. 
And not to him alone. It seems unnecessary to go into de- 
tails, but Sally was a personable young woman, provided that 
you had no particularly strong feeling about red hair, as 
some people do. 

“Jimmy, you lamb!” she said. 

“Yes,” he said dully. 

She crossed the room to him, reached up, and kissed him, 
deliberately, somewhere near his left eye. His arms acted 
automatically, but she slipped away laughing. 

“Be your age, Jimmy,” she said. “Where's the gold?” 

He took out the five hundred dollars and the pawn ticket, 
and gave them to her. 

“There you are!” he said, morosely. 
chokes you!” 

“Jimmy, darling, don’t be so cross!” 

“Why you wouldn’t let me lend you the money—” 

“Jimmy! Have we got to go over all that again? Do you 
see me borrowing money from a man—even from you, my 
lamb? Why all this fuss about a perfectly simple business 


“Did you get it?” 


“And I hope it 
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transaction? Why shouldn’t I hock some jewels I never wear 
anyway? I’m going to make a pot of money in that stock 
and this'll take care of the margin. You'd better call the 
Federal Reserve names instead of me! Making brokers call 
for more margins that way!” 

“They ought jo forbid women to play the market—” 

“Oh, Jimmy, don’t be Victorian! Please! I’m ever so 
grateful. You didn’t have any trouble, did you?” 

“Trouble?” said Jimmy. He smiled a bitter, twisted smile. 
“Oh, no. I didn’t have any trouble.” 

She looked at the ticket and laughed. 

“Why didn’t you give them my name?” she asked. 

“Do I look like some one called Sally Devenham? I told 
them the things belonged to my wife. 

“Jimmy!” Sally laughed agaia. “You—who’re always jeer- 
ing at psycho-analysis! Don’t you know a wish-fulfillment 
when you trip over it?” Then she grew remorseful. “Sorry 
Jimmy. That wasn’t nice. You're sweet. Want to give me 
tea this afternoon?” 

“Yes,” he said simply. “Sally—I mean—oh, the devil 
with all this psychology junk! I don’t have to kid myself or 
you, either. Won't you—?” 

“I might—sometime,” she said. “I would hate to have 
you stop wanting me to, Jimmy.” 

He looked at her as if he meditated violence. He probably 
did. But that never got any one anything with Sally. 

“All right,” he said. ‘“Doesn’t seem to be any danger of 
that. I’ve got to beat it downtown. I wish you'd get out 
of the market.” 

“I will as soon as Ingot hits ninety,” she said. “I’d have 
to take a five point loss if I sold now. You wouldn’t want 
me to do that, Jimmy?” 

“I wouldn’t expect you to, anyway,” he said. “All right. 
Five o'clock?” 

“Five-thirty to be safe,” she said. 


E WAS at his desk soon after eleven. But he wasn’t 
much use to Layden and Company for a while. He was 
too busy thinking about Sally, and wondering how it was all 
going to come out. He managed, as a rule, to keep Sally out 
of his mind during business hours, but today was different. 
Practically speaking, he'd only known Sally about three 
months—that is, since he’d come back from Japan. When 
he went away Sally Devenham hadn’t yet broken out in Man- 
hattan, like some particularly virulent form of influenza. He'd 
known there was such a person, of course, but his interest 


in the Devenham family in those days had been concentrated 
on her older sister, Caroline. He'd thought of Sally only as 
a lanky, pestilential, red-headed brat with an uncanny faculty 
of being underfoot when she wasn’t wanted. 

Jimmy met Sally again—the new, grown-up Sally, the very 
day he got home; that night, rather. He and a gang who'd 
been helping him to celebrate his homecoming had barged 
into a party some people called Grantham were giving. After 
three years of good, unforbidden—and therefore uninterest- 
ing—liquor the taste of synthetic gin and cut Scotch had gone 
straight to his homesick heart. He’d nearly broken down and 
wept when the big traffic cop at Fifty-ninth and Park had 
bawled him and Jack Contiss out for trying to make a turn 
that had been legal until about an hour earlier, and would 
probably be restored to good standing as soon as Grover 
Whalen got out a new set of traffic rules for the tea hour. 


IMMY was like that: sentimental, romantic, even a bit 
Quixotic. He had the sort of nice, old-fashioned manners 

that make ladies of a certain age sigh rather complacently as 
they think of what they used to get away with in their youth, 
when men were saps and make-up was applied in private. 
He was susceptible to romance exactly as some people are 
to hay fever. 

At the Grantham show he found all sorts of chances to in- 
dulge his sentimental proclivities. The place was full of girls 
he’d made love to once upon a time. They were happily 
married now, to be sure, but that didn’t keep them from 
giving him faintly reproachful looks. And then, on top of 
everything, Sally came along late, and revived a stag line that 
had been dying on its feet. 

“Bill!” said Jimmy, snatching at Bill Truman’s arm as that 
friend of his youth hurried past. “Bill!” 

“What? Some one’s starting a bridge game—I don’t want 
to lose my seat—” 

“Bill, who’s that girl?” 

“What girl? There seem to be several girls—” 

“Half wit! The one in yellow—the one—” 

“Oh!” Bill laughed, tolerantly. “You mean my red-headed 
sister-in-law? You poor prune—that’s Sally Devenham. You've 
only known her since she was five.” 

“Oh!” said Jimmy flatly, and let him go. But this couldn’t 
be the brat he vaguely remembered as Sally Devenham! Red 
headed? Well, her hair might be auburn; that was as far as 
he was ready to go. And she— He tried to pull himself 
together and make some plans. [Continued on page 108] 


A Confidential Service 


a famous and brilliant society woman? How 

would you like to have her frankly analyze your 

personality, ... your looks, ... your way of dressing? 

How would you like to have her tell you what is wrong 
—or right—with you? 

“See Yourself As Others See You,” SMART SET’S ex- 


H:: would you like to spend a half hour with 


for Every Girl 


traordinary new service department will do just this. It. 
offers you a young society matron, Elinor Bailey Ward, 
as a confidant and friend. To this department—which 
starts in the January SMART SET—you may scnd your 
full length photograph for inspection, knowing that 
Mrs. Ward will keep it strictly entre nous! 
Incidentally, don’t bother her with self praise. Tell 
her your personality and problems. That is what 
Mrs. Ward is concerned with—personality analysis. 
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The court house in Reno— 
alias **The Woman’s Ex- 
change.” This is the clinic 
where people are cured of 
matrimony by the applica- 
tion of divorce. Here old 
loves are tossed aside—and 
old vows are broken 


Who Spent Three Months 
in Reno Studying Dworce. 
He Interviewed Scores of 


Judges and Lawyers, and 
One Thousand Dvwwvorcees 
Who Told Him More Than 
They Told the Judges 


N 1929, the courts of the several states, especially that of 
Nevada, and those of Mexico, France and Switzerland 
granted 203,628 divorces to citizens of the United States 
and Canada. 

These divorces broke up 203,628 more or less happy homes, 
separated 407,256 men and women and deprived 305,442 chil- 
dren of the association, the guidance, the interest and, often- 
times, the love of one of their parents. 

And the stark tragedy of it all is that at least one half of 
these divorces, as well as the million and a half divorces 
granted since 1910, could have been avoided. 

This is an unqualified statement made after an intensive 
five-month study of divorce and its causes. It is based on 
information given me by more than a thousand men and 
women who were either petitioning for a divorce or were al- 
ready divorced. 

Most of them were in Reno, where I spent ten weeks in the 
course of my investigation. They were living there to com- 
plete the three-month residence required by the state of 
Nevada before a divorce petition can be filed. But a great 
many were interviewed in differ- 
ent parts of this country from 
coast to coast, Boston, New York, 
Chicago, St. Louis, San Francisco, 
Los Angeles and even Mexico. 

Taken altogether, these men and 
women, my informants, represent 
a most comprehensive cross sec- 
tion of the United States. My 
notes yield interesting data as to 
their occupations and consequent 
standing in their communities. I 
set them down here. 


wife. 


over maimed ideals. 


IVORCE is a synonym for marital 

failure, the headstone over a dead 
married life which started out with brave 
dreams and gallant hopes of a man and his 
It is disillusionment carried to its 
ultimate end, and is always accompanied 
by heartache, tears, regrets and cynicism, 
which last is nothing but scar tissue grown 
It is humiliating be- 


Avoid 


Divorce 


clerks, bell boys, barbers, chauffeurs, bootleggers, garage 
mechanics, gamblers, racketeers, policemen. 

Women: Artists, writers, actresses, society women, lawyers, 
doctors, nurses, stenographers, secretaries, hair dressers, mani- 
curists, assistant professors, housewives, newspaper women, 
evangelists. 

None of these people were looking at divorce as a social 
problem to be solved by the production of tamer and more 
reasonable wives and bigger and better husbands, or by a con- 
stitutional amendment outlawing the institution of marriage. 
They were confronting it as a crisis in their individual lives. 

To all of them, it was a bitter experience—an official notice 
to the world that that particular firm of Husband, Wife & Co. 


had failed. And no one is proud of a failure. 


IVORCE really isn’t a social problem at all despite the 

volumes written upon it as such by clergymen, sociol- 
ogists and other self-constituted authorities. It concerns so- 
ciety only when the machinery of the law is called upon to 
enforce the payment of alimony, or to see that the children of 
divorced parents are protected. 
And the courts are comparatively 
seldom calied upon to perform 
these offices. 

To society at large it is not 
especially vital whether a man or 
a woman is divorced. But to the 
individual, especially to the wo- 
man, it is tremendously important. 

Divorced persons are sensitive 
about the perennial unasked ques- 
tion, “Why?” that they feel in the 
eyes of strangers. A New York 
lawyer who was divorced from 


MeN: Artists, sculptors, wri- 
ters, publishers, editors, newspa- cause it tells the world that a man could his wife some years ago, after a 
permen, actors, judges, lawyers, not make his woman’s dreams come true particularly lurid trial, only to 
marry her again explained the 


doctors, salesmen, capitalists, avi- 
automobile racing drivers, 
bookkeepers, 


ators, 


bank clerks, store 


or that a woman was not able to hold 
her man’s interest, affection or esteem” 


reason for the feeling of discom- 
fort which is one of the inevitable 
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Twenty Proven Truths Based on An Extensive Study 


of the Causes of Divorce 


consequences of a separation. 
“Divorce, after all,” he said, “is 
a synonym for marital failure, the 


headstone over a dead married 
life which started out with brave 
dreams and gallant hopes of a 
man and his wife. It is disillu- 


sionment carried to its ultimate 
end and is always accompanied by 
heartache, tears, regrets and cyn- 


icism, which last is nothing but 
scar tissue grown over maimed 
ideals. It is humiliating because 
it tells the world that a man 
could not make his woman's 
dreams come true or that a 


woman could not hold her man’s 
interest, affection or esteem.” 


IVORCE,” once pronounced 

Judge George A. Bartlett 
of Reno, who has granted more 
than 10,000 divorces during his 
occupancy of the bench, “is a cure 
for otherwise incurable marital 
ills.’ Whereupon Reno’s divorce 
colony joyously substituted the 
word “cure” for “divorce” and 
kept it even to this day. 

Judge Bartlett’s statement sum- 
med up intelligent people's con- 
ception of the institution. A sad 
little divorcée gave me another 
from a personal viewpoint, as she 
stood on the Bridge of Sighs on 
Virginia Avenue, Reno, and tossed 
her wedding ring into the Truckee 
River. Her divorce decree— 
which had just been presented to 
her—all tied up with a baby blue 
ribbon—was in her other hand 

“Divorce,” she said, “is a cure 
for matrimony which is much 
worse than the disease itself. Now 
I shall have to spend a large part 
of my time explaining to the 
many men I meet socially and in 
business that I am still a moral 
woman even though I am di- 


vorced. That is one of the things 
divorce does to women. I have 
seen it happen to others. It 


We are all as emotionally primitive today as 
were our cave man ancestors. There is no such 
thing as a “‘civilized”’ married couple. 

There are no “new” ideas on marriage. It is an 
institution frozen solid among the oldest tradi- 
tions. Every one of its rules has been proven. 

Marriage is a domestic partnership between 
men and women. It should not be entered more 
lightly than a business partnership. 

There are no “‘reasonable” or marriages. 

The introduction of any foreign factor tending 
to disturb the highly sensitized status quo be- 
tween a husband and a wife, threatens the very 
existence of their marriage. 

Don’t marry in haste. 

Don’t marry out of your class. 

Don’t marry out of your age. 

Don’t imagine yourself and your partner so in- 
tellectual or “‘advanced”™ that you can with im- 
punity do things which have wrecked billions of 
marriages in the past. “Intellect” is only super- 
ficial culture —Marriage strikes deeper. 

Don’t farm your partner’s friendship out amon 

3 
friends of your own sex. 

Don’t drag your best friend (of your own sex) 
into your marital difficulties. Best friends called 
in for consultation in such cases often end by 
stealing the mate away. 

Don’t cheat. 

Don’t forget that your best manners are twice 
as necessary after marriage as before. 

Don’t nag. 

Don’t fail to respect your partner’s privacy. 

Don’t allow individual outside interests to 
crowd out the common interest in your home. 

Don’t foist your family on your partner, or al- 
low them to invade your home. Mothers-in-law 
cause a large percentage of divorces. 

Don’t wait to have children till you “‘can afford 
them.” 

Don’t get bored with each other by living to- 

gether, or apart, too long. 

Don’t ever forget that the partnership of mar- 
riage demands the utmost co-operation on a fifty- 
fifty basis. This last is the most important of all, 
for if you obey it to the very letter you will find it 


impossible to break the other rules. 
(Signed) CHARLES J. McGUIRK. 


makes one realize that this is still 
a man’s world. I don’t under- 
stand the psychology of it but 
men seem to consider a divorced 
woman fair game for amorous 
adventures.” 

Perhaps that is one of the rea- 
sons why women never lose faith 
in marriage as an institution. Of 
the hundreds of women candi- 
dates for divorce I talked to in 
Reno, there was not one who did 
not expect to marry again. Some 
were already engaged to their im- 
per ding husbands. Others had 
them already picked. Still others 
had no particular man in view 
but expected to marry again “in 
a year or so.” 

Women suffer more than men 
in the aftermath of divorce. So- 
cially, they are regarded with 
suspicion and must walk circum- 
spectly because an innocent ges- 
ture may be considered a sign 
that they are inclined to begin a 
love affair. 

In business they confront in 
men an understanding big brother 
attitude which will merge swiftly 
into a more intimate one at the 
slightest let-down of her reserve. 
To avoid this many divorced 
women resume the prefix “Miss” 
and pose as spinsters in taking a 
position or conducting a business. 

If a divorced woman has any 
money, she is beset by a thou- 
sand offers and opportunities tc 
put it into worthless schemes and 
businesses on the theory that she 
is a widow, and widows are no- 
toriously credulous investors. 


LTOGETHER divorce is a 
sorry business, one not 
readily delved into by the normal 
man or woman who seeks to en- 
joy the inalienable rights of life, 
liberty and the pursuit of hap- 
piness. It is so liable to shorten 
life, [Continued on page 96] 


journalist and writer of realistic 


Next 


Charles J. McGuirk, famous 


Month 


A Remarkable Short Story—The Author Saw It Happen 


We regard these stories as the 
finest product which ever came 


fiction, has completed five stories 
based on episodes he actually 
saw happen at Reno while he 
was there collecting the data he 
presents to you in this article. 


outof Mr. McGuirk’s experiences, 
brain and typewriter. The first 


one will appear in the January 
issue of SMART SET, on the news- 
stands about December third. 


Drawing by John Heid, Jr. 


SHE RINSED Out A Few THINGS ON CHRISTMAS EVE 


Santa pauses, for his head is reeling Poor old Saint! What does he know of undies? 
And he has a morning after feeling; Where he comes from, washing’s done on Mondays. 
“Ah,” he murmurs, “this is more than shocking, Little does he guess Miss Modern’s habits 


I have come prepared for just one stocking! (Shades of Lux, and Ivory Flakes and Babbitts!) 
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Can Get Awa 
With Anything 


One Flirting Wife Thought She Could. 


Did She? 


HEN Ann Cos- 

way and Greville 

Chard were married 

it looked to most peo- 
ple like a perfect match. Young— 
attractive—wealthy—socially in great 
demand—what more could any young 
couple want? 

And yet Peggy Dangerfield, Ann’s brides- 
maid cousin—and Bertie Carslake—Greville’s 
best man, both prophesied failure. 

Peggy—because she believed that Greville 
Vice Chairman of Greyhound Cars, Ltd., and him- 
self a crack racing driver—was far too clever to be 
only the social play boy Ann wanted him to be 

Bertie—because he sensed in Ann all the potentialities 
of a well bred gold-digger—and disliked her accordingly. 

Both of them were partially right—but it was Ann’s in- 
ability to content herself with the adoration of one man that 
caused trouble 

Before she had been married a year she was so constantly in 
the company of Sir Julius Bruce, elderly bachelor and brillant 
barrister—that even her father and mother protested. 

When Greville objected she told him brutally that he was 
a bore, and went blythely on her brilliant social way. 


()*= breakfast Greville was displaying the gloomy polite- 


F. E. 


ness and Arctic chill of the justly annoyed husband. 
“By the way,” he announced at last, “I happen to be 
lunching and dining out. I hope it won’t interfere with your 
plans in any way.” 

“Not at all, dear, as long as you’re sure of getting proper 
food. I can’t have you reduced to skin and bone. People will 
think I’m being cruel to you.” 

“I shouldn’t imagine you'd care a hoot what people think.” 

“Even if I don’t the prospect of being married to a skeleton 
would be rather appalling. I hope you've got a girl guest at 
both meals. You'd have to feed her and few men will refuse 
tasty dishes they can actually see and smell.” 

“I don’t suppose it’s of any consequence whom I’m lunching 
and dining with.” 

“No, as long as she isn’t common. 
farther and fare worse.” 

Greville swallowed violently and continued: 

“Also I shall be leaving home tomorrow for a couple of 
weeks. I’m staying with a man down in Devonshire. He’s 
got a boat and a bit of rough shooting. I’m fed up with all 
this poodle-faking in London.” 

“Well, dear, the bull-dog breed will out periodically, or are you 
about to try the absence-makes-the-heart-grow-fonder method? 
Whichever it is I hope you'll have a good time. Better take 
your woollies with you; sometimes it’s cold on the sea.” 

“Snell will do my packing, thank you.” 

“Go along, Greville. Return to the customs of the unfettered 
male. Do you good. Too much of this wife business gives a 
fella the hump, hang me if it doesn’t.” 
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I should hate you to go 


By 


Illustrations by AUSTIN 


JEWELL 


Find Out for Yourself 


“May I remind you I never 

said I was bored?” 
“Surely,” Ann inquired patiently, 
“any unprejudiced person would 
admit that it’s much easier for me 
to get bored with you than it is for 

you to get bored with me?” 
Greville got up from the table and went 
out, shutting the door very carefully behind 
him. His wife smiled joyfully at his depart- 

ing back. 
“Oh, Ann,” she said to herself, “I’m afraid you're 
going to be a very bad girl during the next fort- 
night, and if you find it pleasant, and difficult to 
give up, I’m afraid you may go on indefinitely being a 
very bad girl.” 

No sooner had Greville’s sports Greyhound, laden with his 
suitcases, his gun, and his golf clubs bumbled angrily down 

Curzon Street than Ann flew to the telephone and rang up 
Sir Julius Bruce. 

“Julius, do you hear? I’m a grass widow for a fortnight. 
You may come and take me out to dinner tonight. Somewhere 
not too garish please. Kettner’s, or some place like that. Eight 
o'clock? Right! G’bye!” 


BAILY 


THAT ensuing fortnight the situation between Ann and 
Julius Bruce began to create a definite amount of interest 
Night after night they could be seen dining and dancing, ab- 
sorbed in one another at some one’s party. Friends of Ann 
ringing up to convey invitations would be told, “Yes, my dear, 
I'd love to come but do ask Julius Bruce for me. He’s an 
ideal dinner partner and he dances divinely. He’s the only 
man who attracts me just now.” 

As his interest in her increased, so hers for him diminished. 
In a week she was tired of being kissed. She preferred to lie 
on the grass in the shade of a tree and make him talk. His 
mind attracted her far more than his kisses. He was a sort of 
intellectual pioneer who had traveled nearly twenty years ahead 
of her through a world she found very perplexing and mysteri- 
ous. 

“What’s it all about, Julius?” she demanded over and over 
again. “Here I am and what am I to make of myself? Surely 
brains and beauty bring one something more than a husband 
and babies? My maid can have a husband and babies any 
day. I’ve got a husband and if I have babies I shall inevitably 
hire a nurse or nurses to look after them. How does that 
help me?” 

Even if Sir Julius knew the answer to the riddle he did not 
greatly care. For him she represented beauty, charm, a cat- 
like grace, an unstable brilliance very attractive for a time; 
she was in short the idle singer of an empty day. He did not 


propose to rack his brains too drastically for a solution of the 
universal mystery. He took one of her hands in his and be- 
gan gently to stroke it. 
moment he murmured, 

“Ann darling, you can be a paragon of all the virtues or 


She did not withdraw it and after a 


Peggy listened quietly to Greville’s story. 


distractingly iniquitous. You can stand for parliament and 
perhaps be elected. You might even be called to the Bar, 
though I’m afraid you'd feel the process rather a strain. I 
don’t think you'd find either very amusing because you're too 
essentially feminine and not a prig. If on the other hand you 
turn to iniquity you'll discover it to be very dull after a time 
and it'll ruin your character and intelligence. Iniquity is very 
easy for men because they don’t take it seriously; it does 
something to women because they do take it seriously. Women 
take almost everything seriously, God help them!” 


And then she delivered her verdict. ‘“*You 
don’t have to trot after Ann like a puppy dog,” she said. ‘‘You managed to live before 
you were married to her—you can go right on living even if she runs after somebody else” 


“I didn’t say ‘What shall I don’t?’ Julius; I said what 
shall I do?” 

“Go on playing at love. No one man will ever satisfy you, 
sO you may as well stay married. Men are your medium in 
this life. To an extent you can make them or break them. 
Some you'll make and some you'll break, but the occupation 
will suit your many gifts and keep you from that distressingly 
masculine pose so common, alas, among modern women.” 

“You're a philosopher, aren’t you, Julius?” 

“T have reason to hope so.” 
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Ann sat up and looked at him. There was that in her eyes 
which blasted philosophy higher than a kite. The philosopher Wi G 
in Sir Julius disappeared and he took her in his guns. Sud hen a IRL 
denly, for the first time in her life Ann was afraid, not of him, 
but of herself 

She sprang to her feet and stood laughing at him in light- 
hearted triumph 

“Oh, most detached philosopher, I think we'd better go 
home, before you lose your reputation for Stoicism.” 


HEN Greville returned from Devonshire she greeted 
him listlessly. No girl can be supremely interested in 
more than one man at a time. Comparing the two in her own 
mind she wondered a little at her complete absorption in 
Julius Bruce when all the advantage seemed to be with Greville. 
“Queer fish, women! Here I have belonging to me an ex- 
tremely good-looking young man, as fit as a fiddle, full of 
vitality and with a coat of sunburn on his face that’s enough 
to make him a flapper’s idol. He can play or work all day and 
dance all night and be absolutely tireless, he’s really fond of 
me in spite of being very cross at the moment. I could still 
do anything I liked with him if I wanted to 

“Julius, on the other hand, hasn’t half Greville’s vitality, and 
I don’t suppose for a moment I could hold him everlastingly. 
But he never makes a mistake. He uses his attractions to 
such perfect advantage, and I suppose if I’m really honest 
he keeps me guessing. He knows far more than I do about 
everything, and I know far more than Greville does about 
everything. Julius is too much for me and I’m too much for 
Greville. Therefore my attraction for Greville is 
just the same as Julius’s attraction for me. Isn't 
life wonderful!” 

At first Greville seemed inclined merely to sulk. 
and go about the world with a brooding cloud on his 
brow. Then, after a couple of days, further illu- 
mination was shed on him. Men at his club, he 
observed, began to regard him with melancholy in- 
terest, and pretty ladies whom he met at various 
houses to treat him with almost maternal solicitude. 
The men at the clubs remained silent as the grave 
in his presence, but the pretty ladies were not above 
dropping various hints because pretty ladies love 
the spectacle of a row, riot, or conflagration. 
Finally Greville went home in a great rage deter- 
mined to have an explanation from Ann. 

She came in at one A. M. looking amazingly beau- 
tiful and found him smoking a cigar over a book 
which he put down instantly. 

“You look like shepherds watching their flocks 
by night,” she told him. “Be an angel and get me 
some Perrier and lemon.” 

He fixed it and handed her the glass in silence. 
Ann sipped thoughtfully. 

“Tastes all right; apparently you haven’t poisoned 
it but you act as if you'd like to. Evening not a 
success?” 

She seated herself gracefully while Greville stood 
by scowling. 

“IT want to know the truth about all this talk of 
you and Julius Bruce,” he said at last. 

“T don’t hear any talk, Greville.” 

“Well I do, and there’s no talk without reason. 
Exactly what is your relationship with him?” 

“I don’t quite know. Lady and gentleman in waiting is 
probably the most accurate description.” 

“What does that mean?” 

“Well, each waiting for the other to amuse the one, you 
know; a kind of co-operative society to enjoy ourselves.” 

“Has he kissed you?” 

“My dear Greville, don’t be so crude. As if I'd admit 
he hadn’t or confess that he had. Where do you get your ideas 
from?” 


“Have you been fooling about with him all the time I was Doris and Greville 


away?” plunged into the gay 
“I never fool about. I try to be efficient in everything.” life with what is known 
“What you need,” said Greville, “is a good thrashing.” as reckless abandon. 
Ann looked up at him mildly. What did love matter? 
“There are various whips about the place. By all means Or the conventions? Or 
beat me if you choose; I can’t stop you. It will be the first ideals? Or marriage 
and last time you'll ever do it, because I haven’t a cave man vows? Or—anything? 
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complex. In the morning I shall depart, and a little 


later, in an interview, shall tell the truth to th ” 
He J R O U B L E E G N F wt or what?” 


“Darling, you have no evidence for divorcing me and 

I trust nothing that took place in Devonshire gives me 
5 ae Psa grounds for divorcing you. Is all this emotion a sign 
: CE that you’re about to confess? Much as it will pain me 


I’m prepared to listen.” 

“Ann, this sort of thing can’t be allowed to go on. I 
don’t propose to provide a topic of con- 
versation for all the half-wits in London, 
or be a complacent husband and shut my 
eyes. Either you can behave yourself 
or take the consequences.” 

“What consequences, Greville?” 

“I can deal with Bruce if I can’t deal 
with you. I shall tell him plainly I don’t 
choose to have him associate with my 
wife.” 

“You will look an ass!” Ann said. 
“Still, I don’t mind if you get yourself 
laughed at. I shall have plenty of sym- 
pathy; a girl always does.” 

She got up and left the room. 

“Of course she knows quite well I can’t 
attack Bruce,” he muttered. “I haven’t 
anything definite to go on, and to accuse 
him would simply be chucking mud at 
Ann. They'll never give me any chance 
for action unless they decide to go away 
together and that’s most unlikely. Both 
would stand to lose too much. I merely 
suffer from the decay of modern manners. 
Well, my manners may as well decay in 
sympathy. Two can play at the same 
game if it comes to that.” 

He reached this conclusion sadly, being 
still in love with Ann, but one couldn’t 
sit still and be flouted without hitting 
back. After all one had one’s pride. 


ENCE the next evening Miss Doris 

Loveday found herself rung up on 
the telephone by Mr. Greville Chard. 
They had met, if she remembered, on the 
occasion of Mr. Bondy’s supper party at 
the White Parrot. Mr. Chard, apologizing 
for the intervening lapse of time, ex- 
plained that he had been out of town. 
Would Miss Loveday honor Mr. Chard 
by having supper with him that very 
night ?” 

How true that it is an ill wind which 
blows nobody good. In all the choruses 
of London no bleaker outlook prevailed 
than that of Doris Loveday. The no- 
tices were up and young George Glomon- 
deley had sailed only the day before to 
Shanghai with the Cornish Guards. 

Instantly Doris accepted. The crisp, 
attractive voice at the other end of the 
wire said: 

“Splendid. I'll be at the stage door at 
a quarter past eleven. Hope you feel in- 
clined for the gay life. It seems years 
since I danced with a really pretty girl. 
Oh, rot! Of course you are. Haven't I 
seen you with my own eyes? ‘Bye.” 

At the close of the evening perform- 
ance Doris found a very beautifully 
dressed young man waiting for her at the 
stage door. At the White Parrot, to her 
great joy, she found her escort received 
with even more respect than Lord 
Glomondeley had been wont to encounter. 
Thereafter Doris and Greville plunged 
into the gay life with what is known as 
reckless abandon. 

Alas that mirth and oblivion will not 
arise at call. [Continued on page 100] 
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That —If You're 


Girl — 


a Smart 


Will Make You 


Buy a Cook Book 


R. LEONARD?” gasped Mariana. 

She had not dreamed that the great man himself 
would open the door. And, though they had 
warned her Leonard hated strangers, she was not 

prepared for a look quite so thunderous. Her heart beat quick 
as a bird’s. If she got through this adventure successfully, she 
would have earned her pay. And then, as if to complete her 
confusion, there suddenly dawned in the troubled, scornful 
eyes—gray eyes with black lashes—the light of a friendly 
welcome. 

“Won't you come in?” he invited. 

She found herself in the high-panelled hall of an old house— 
so quiet, so empty of life, that the gentle sunshine outside 
seemed noisy and riotous. 

“I’m assuming, of course,” he cautioned, “that you’re the 
young woman I—”’ 

He broke off; but his puzzled look asked twenty questions. 
With what composure she could muster, she waited for the 
situation to clear. The placating little speech she had re- 
hearsed must not be wasted. Perhaps she would not need it. 
She hoped he would notice she was carrying a copy of his latest 
book 

“Do you honestly believe you’re what I want?” sighed the 
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famous novelist, to the visitor’s vast astonishment. He had 
an engaging, whimsical cock of his head; he stood with his 
hands lightly clasped behind him; the smile which played about 
his nervous, well-cut lips was an anxious one. 

“T shouldn’t wonder,” she returned serenely. 

“What I’m expecting,” said Leonard, “is a thoroughly com- 
petent cook.” 

Mariana took a quick breath; she counted up to six slowly. 

“You've got one,” she informed the celebrity. 

“But—but you don’t look it, somehow.” 

Swiftly she recalled how a good cook looks whenever her 
ability is questioned. Registering superb disdain and blank 
indifference, she turned her dark eyes toward the door. 

“IT mean,” the famous author hastened to explain, “you're 
almost too ideal. I don’t care about references and all that 
rot,” he hurried on. “And I'll pay any ridiculous amount you 
ask. Three good meals a day, some sketchy dusting, waiting 
on table, and—and so on. Beginning now.” 

“All the work of the house?” She thanked her stars she 
remembered to give that ritual question its proper ring of 
threat and protest. 

“Yes. But, for the love of Mike, don’t start hemming and 
hawing. Look. I’ve had a man and his wife to do my work 


\ Gay Little & 
Stor 
\ 
| \ 


iad 
his 
out 


ily. 


her 
unk 


hat 
you 
ing 


she 
of 


and 
ork 


By EMERSON 


Illustrations by CHARLES DE FEO 


for years. Wife was the cook. Yesterday, without a word of 
warning, they decided to leave. I simply told them I was 
having a guest for luncheon today—a rather special guest— 
and out they went. So, you see, this is an emergency. I tele- 
phoned the agency and they promised to send me somebody 
today. They call you a ‘supply, don’t they? Yes. Well, 
start supplying without any bother, and I'll make it worth your 
while. Stop today anyhow—will you?” 

“That’s what I came for,” she answered, hoping he could 
not guess how high her spirits had soared. “I guess we'll suit 
each other.” 

“What? Ahem—er—yes! I’m very gratified.” 

“Just show me the job,” she directed, “and then don’t pester 
me. 

He laughed outright. Here was the cook of romance—a real 
Yankee, by her accent. Bade him not to pester her. 

“All right,” he chuckled. ‘Luncheon for two at one-thirty. 
You'll find any amount of china and glass and so on in the 
closets. And the ice-box is crammed, I know. Just go ahead 
and—and do things,’ he urged with a wave of his hand. 
“Everything nice and dainty and attractive and—” 

“Luncheon’s for a lady?” 

“Er—yes.” 


“You needn’t apologize, Mari- 
ana.”’ announced Leonard, sud- 
denly. “It’s quite all right. 
Evelyn and I are engaged. It 
was only decided this minute. 
We’re very happy about it!” 


“Young or.old?” asked Mariana. 
“Young,” he exploded. “But what 
earthly—” 

“T cook according.” she informed 
him, with a fine lift of her chin. 
“What door goes from here to the 
kitchen?” 

“There. Just there at the end of 
the hall.” He almost cooed his de- 
light as he shepherded her along with 


solicitous care “And I'm sure 
you'll find everything convenient— 
and comfortable—and—” She gave 


him no help at all. “By the way. 
he said, “will you tell me your 
name?” 

“Mariana Sedley.” 

“What? Look here, I've heard 
that name somewhere?” 

But she slipped through the door 
and slammed it. She could have 
flayed herself. What possessed her 
to make that inexcusable blunder? 
Of course he had heard of Mariana 
Sedley. Her name appeared every 
week in the by-line of a feature page 
in the Sunday edition of the Clarion. 


ND now what? She was in his 
kitchen, but if Harrison Leon- 
ard found out that his new cook was 
actually a newspaper writer, he would 
be extremely troublesome. His house 
was barred to all but a very few spe- 


TAY L O R cial friends. It was  Barksdale’s 
proud boast that Leonard returned 


to spend each summer where his peo- 

ple had lived for generations; col- 

lectors felt they had a right to in- 

spect his treasures of old furniture; 
the man’s charm was legendary; a tremendous public was 
interested in his every doing. But, whether for rest and 
change, or just to be contrary, Leonard lived in Barksdale like 
a hermit. They had warned Mariana at the office that she had 
not one chance in a thousand of getting so much as a glimpse 
of Leonard from the other side of the road. 

Yet here she was, in his house. She was going to spend the 
day. By a perfectly hilarious chance, he had engaged her to 
cook luncheon. She had material under her hand for which 
any newspaper man would give his shirt. And she had fumbled 
her luck like a child. Resigned, she waited for Leonard to 
storm into the kitchen and cast her into outer darkness. 

But presently he passed the window, on his way to the close- 
walled, secret garden. He was whistling, much out of tune. 
Apparently he had not given his new cook another thought. 
She sighed her relief. And then— 

“I’m a beast,’ mused Mariana, considering her unconscious 
victim’s back. It was a nice back. The shoulders were broad, 
the flanks narrow. And the mind and heart of Harrison 
Leonard, if one could judge by the books which had made 
Mariana and a million others shiver and laugh and weep and 
think, were those of a man indeed. He was thirty-six years 
old. She remembered to have heard it whispered that he was 
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adventurous in love.. He was adorable, and—she was picking 
him. She was a sneak, an intruder, a commonplace little spy. 

But discipline conquered. The Clarion paid her—didn’t it? 
—to ferret out news. And the crowd had laughed at her— 
hadn’t they?—when she announced she intended to write up 
Harrison Leonard from life. Leonard, the Hermit. Lord, 
what a scoop for the Clarion 


WIFTLY she laid her plans. In twenty minutes she could 
get the whole story. Leonard’s library, his work shop, was 
what the public would most like to hear about; though she 
mustn’t forget his old furniture—that fabled highboy for which 
he had outbid the great Philadelphia collector, nor 
the authentic original Sheraton chairs and _ side- 
board which were said to beautify his dining-room. x 
She must hurry, before he came away from the gar- 
den. She would take one good look, get the whole 
house pictured in her mind, and make a quiet exit. 

Across the hall from the living-room was a tight- 
closed door. Perhaps this was the study. A little 
frightened, but still resolute, she tried the latch. 
She hesitated, looked about her like any burglar. 
Was he coming? Nonsense. 

Above crowded bookshelves, round the walls, hung 
half a dozen modern paintings. A great bowl of 
lavender and white sweet peas filled the air with 
delicate fragrance. Leonard had many pipes; he 
kept his tobacco in its native tin. The floor of wide 
pine planks was unsoftened by any rug. Two Wind- 
sor chairs, and a writing-table, made up the furni- 
ture. A bare room it was, yet full of character. 
The impression she got was vivid and delightful. 

She listened again, then tiptoed in and crossed 
swiftly to the disordered table. Here lay a con- 
fusion of yellow, pencilled sheets of paper and she 
swept up a handful of Leonard’s manuscript. 

The nervous, crabbed writing fascinated her. 
The impatient erasures, the scribbled marginal cor- 
rections, told her lots. This was how Leonard 
worked. No fluent dictation, no swift rattling on a 
typewriter, for this man. Every sentence, every 
exchange of dialogue, each turn of phrase, had been 
labored over, wrought with real agony toward per- 
fection. The hours he must take to complete a 
thousand words. The sweat and pain he endured 
before he brought to light another of his crisply 
jewelled pages. And here, by Heaven, was the 
title, “Juggernaut.” Ugly sound to that, somehow. 
But a year from now that title would be flaming 
from every book stand in the country—and she was 
the first to know it, the first to read the new book’s 
opening pages. Quick now—maybe she could get 
an idea of the new novel’s theme, or setting, or 
method of handling. 


HERE sounded on the street door the clatter 

of the knocker. She looked up with a gasp, 
wide-eyed. She stood frozen. What if Leonard 
heard it, came to answer? Or the visitor might be 
an intimate friend with the right, after knocking 
once, to walk right in. One second, and she had 
made her decision. Another, and she opened the 
front door. 

A woman of middle age, lean, Irish, withered with work, 
stood on the porch 

“This where Leonard lives?” she demanded acidly. 

“I’m after comin’ down from Bascom’s.” 

“From where?”’ 

“Bascom’s agency. 
by the day.” 

“Oh!” She summoned all her courage and made the plunge. 
If Leonard should happen to hear even the beginning of this 
hag’s story, what would become of her own? “Mr. Leonard 
got a cook this morning,” said Mariana. 

“Well, ain’t that the nice way to treat—” 

“Listen,” implored Mariana. The stranger’s voice had carry- 
ing powers. “There's been a mistake. It’s too bad you came; 
but there’s ten dollars in it, and your fare back to town. To 
make up. See?” 
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They said the folks here wanted a cook 


“Ten dollars is it?” The woman looked a little less belligerent. 

“Wait.” Mariana ran to the kitchen like a deer, fished the 
money out of her shopping bag, and was back in a flash. The 
woman had not stirred. ‘There.’ 

“All right.” She crumpled the money in her stringy fist. 
“But ‘tis meself will be afther sayin’ a word to thim dhirty 
blaggards at Bascom’s the day,” she promised shrilly. ‘Theat- 
in’ a workin’ woman the way they do—” 

“Yes, yes, it’s terrible.” 

“When a good cook ain’t to be had no more for love nor 
money. I'll talk to them.” 

“Do. And hurry. Before you get over being mad.” 


Mariana slammed the door. Now, for a fact, she would 
have to cook luncheon. It would be only decent, after robbing 
Leonard of his promised handmaid. Just for a second she 
stood rather dismayed; then she began to laugh. Gorgeous. 
She’d cooly him the luncheon of his dreams, and, before he 
knew it, 4 make him laugh at her duplicity. They’d sit 
down together, late in the afternoon, excellent friends, and 
he’d give Mariana Sedley the first interview Harrison Leonard 
had granted any one since his name had become a household word. 

It was a splendid plan. It made her original intention of 
spying and escaping look dreadfully mean. And so she took 
command of his kitchen and store room. 

Fun? It happened, you see, that Mariana Sedley, the bril- 
liant young feature writer, might have done even better for 
herself had she given rein to her really important talents. She 
cooked amazingly; to compose and execute a perfect dish gave 
her a curious joy. And the contents of Leonard’s larder gave 
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her talents the chance for which too many artists long in vain. 
“How are things going?” grinned Leonard from the doorway. 
She eyed him severely. Across the big blue bowl in which 
she was whipping a concoction which creamed and bubbled 
intriguingly, she let him see that an artist dislikes being inter- 
rupted. Flushed, bare armed, all in white, bright-eyed, deft, 
she made a bit of a picture herself. ; 


” HE stove damper ought to be fixed,” said Leonard’s 
Yankee cook. “But I guess I got the hang of it.” 

“Sorry there was any trouble.” He edged into the kitchen 

as if it belonged to somebody else. ‘You know, I've been 


wondering,” said Leonard, “how a girl 


“IT guess some folks are cooks the 
same’s others learn to be authors,” sug- 
gested Mariana. “We all got to make 
a living some way. I ain’t got any hus- 
band to look out the rent’s paid.” 

“T say, that is too bad.” 

“Well,” returned the artist, “you don’t appear to have no 
wife. Or have you?” 

“Unfortunately not—just at present.” 

“There’s a lady coming to luncheon though.” 

“Yes. And—you’re quite sure everything’ll be all right?” 

“This,” sighed the cook, “is certainly pesterin’.” She set 
down her mixing bowl with dangerous deliberation, to face her 
employer, hands on hips. “I’m kinda ‘fraid,” she informed 


Harrison Leonard looked at 
Mariana, and his face was 
haggard. ‘‘You can go now.” 
like you ever happened to become a he said. “I°ll give you your 
cook, wages. You’ve done enough,” 
his mouth was set in a grim 
line, “‘for one day.”” Mariana 
answered promptly: 
mighty glad I did it!’ she said 


him, “I’m goin’ to have one of them awful nervous spells.” 

“No, no, no.” The great man’s tone was sharp with terror. 

“Don't let me interrupt a second. Nervous?” He forced a 
jarring laugh. “I think it’s remarkable, wonderful, the way 
you've taken hold. I appreciate it. I—” 

“Mister Leonard—” As if resigned to an unkind fate. she 
picked up her tools again—‘do authors get paid so much a 
word?” 

“Some of them.” 

“Some of them must get rich,’ observed Mariana. 

Leonard told his guest that the new cook was the quaintest 
little piece imaginable. He related with gusto how she for- 
bade him to pester. He urged Mrs. Cor- 
coran to get Mariana talking—she was truly 
a quaint little piece, he repeated, running 
out of adjectives. 

“She’s a marvelous cook,” conceded 
Mrs. Corcoran. “Where on earth did you 
find her?” 

“She descended out of heaven.” 

“This is certainly angelic food, you 
know.” 

They were such good friends that even 
so bad a joke as that could make them 
laugh together. Mrs. Corcoran was a sleek 
blonde beauty, with that touch of com- 
monness which lends to beauty its vitality; 
her eyes were violet; soft hair capped her 
with pale gold. And round her hovered 
that air of love one senses sometimes like 
a young tree’s perfume, at twilight. Her 
voice, the rare movements of her hands, 
had been well schooled. Controlled she 
was, yet with something of the primitive 
about her, one would guess. 

“Tell me,” said Leonard, lowering his 
voice. “Did you get away all right?” 

Her smile was disdainful. 

“They think I’m in town for a day’s 
shopping. But must we dwell on disagree- 
able subjects?” 

“Hardly.”’ The smile he sent her was 
gay and tender. “Let's talk about your- 


“No. You.” 

“Ourselves then—the two of us.” 

“Ah, we mustn’t,” she sighed. 

“But that’s all I think about, you ex- 
quisite—” 

“Romantic boy.” 

“T love you.” 

“D’you know that sometimes I hope, 
when you say that, you're not lying.” Her 
eyes darkened with feeling. “I—I think 
it would be sweet, sometimes.” 

“Mean that?” 

“And when do you go back to London?” 
inquired Mrs. Corcoran with a guest’s 
polite interest, as Mariana returned, at 
that moment, to offer the cold mousse of 
Tee salmon a second time. “No thanks.” 

“Just a little,” urged the host. 

“I’m a weak character,” confessed Mrs. 
Corcoran, yielding. “Did you make this?” 
she asked of Leonard’s new handmaid. 

“T do all the work of the house.” 

“It’s delicious.” 

“Humph! I was hopin’ God’d prosper 
the work of my hands today,” sighed 
Mariana in her richest New Engiand 
twang. She presented the dish to her em- 
ployer. “Oh, prosper Thou our handiwork,” 


she petitioned. 

“Mariana. Is it necessary to pray quite so publicly?” 

“Tt never hurt cookin’ yet to ask a blessing on it,” she re- 
turned unruffled. “There’s only one creature in natur’ past 
prayin’ for,” she added. Her eyes dwelt on the beautiful 
lady, then fixed themselves stonily on the wall. 

“What is that, Mariana?” asked Mrs. Corcoran. 

“Woman,” said the handmaid, [Continued on page 124] 
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Christmas 


By 


MILT GROSS 


(Drawing by the author) 


ILLOUGHBY GARRUMP raised a well groomed 
but conservative fore-finger, and in a neat but not 
gaudy manner pressed the well-worn but highly 
polished buzzer in his palatial, but strictly private 
office. Miss Twerk appeared 
“Good morning, Miss Twerk,” ahemed Willoughby, in a 
voice that always seemed to have just come back from the 
laundry. ‘You may orally peruse the morning mail.” 
“Honorable Willoughby -Garrump,” began Miss Twerk. 
“Security Building, Elmsbranch. Dear Friend, Many many 
thanks for your contribution of one hundred dollars to help 
build a new wing on the Home for Wayward Girls. The un- 
looked for overcrowding of this Institution in recent times, 
brings your generous gift in good season. Happy Yuletide 
Greetings. With many thanks again, The Board of Governors.” 
With a scarcely perceptible 
pause she continued: ‘Hon. 
W. Garrump, Your inspired 
address on patriotism at the 
Thanksgiving Dinner to the 
Inmates of the County Jail 
marks a shining milestone in 
our crusade for a _ cleaner 
America. Especially did the 
reminiscent portions of your 
address, dealing with how you 
chopped a Daschhund’s tail 
off during the War, awaken 
in your listeners a long dor- 
mant consciousness of loyal- 
ty, devotion, valor and sacri- 
fice. We are indebted to you 
sir! The Warden.” 
“Willoughby Garrump, 
Esq., Accept our felicitations 
on your daughter's forthcom- 
ing marriage to squire Higgle- 
witch’s son. All Elmsbranch 
is proud of you and of the 
unity of two such fine and 
leading families—which leads 
it to look forward to many 
many more fine and noble 
Garrumps and Higglewitches 
to carry on your great work. 
Members of the Jumping 
Trout Country Club.” 


- RO. and fellow worker 

Willoughby Garrump, 
Many happy returns of the 
day on this, the anniversary 
of your birth. May you live 
on to shed glory and light for 
many years more to come— 
and be in the future as in 
the past, always Elmsbranch’s 
friend and guide—a shining 
light—a noble example of— 


thinking of you, dar- 
ling, and of you only. 
Being it’s Christmas 
time, darling. I won- 
der if you have for- 
got me, sweetheart. 
I am 

“Oww!!! Wow!!! 
Wow!!! Be nonchal- 
ant,” thought Mr. 
Garrump to himself. 


When the Local Wise 
Men Started To Do 
Their Stocking Act 
There Was Trouble 


“Light a bomb—or something!”—— 
Then he got his breath back. 


“Ahem! That will do Miss Twerk. Just mark it, ‘Opened 


by mistake and send it back to’—er 
A prank no doubt. Some of my Fra- 


thought let me see it. 


perhaps on second 


ternity brothers joshing me. 
Heh, heh!! Why of course!! 
To be sure!! Just as I 
thought. Jed  Pettifogg’s 
handwriting. Old rascal!!! 
Heh! Heh! You may go 
now Miss Twerk.” 

As the lady left Willoughby 
looked up to see a strange 
figure blustering in the door- 
way. 

“Who are you?” he shrieked 
“What brings you here? What 
do you want?” 

“The building supe sent 
me up. Didn't ya just phone 
before dat dere wasn’t enough 
heat? Merry Xmas!!” 

“Well, there’s plenty now 
—decidedly so. We'll send 
for you when we need you. 
Good-by.” 


HE Hon. Garrump’s next 

step was to buy a wreath 
marked “Grandpa,” with which 
he reverently hied his person 
toward the family mausoleum 
in the Elmsbranch Cemetery. 
Not till he was safely within 
its walls did he fish out the 
letter and with his cane 
jammed against the iron door, 
proceed to read it. 

“Only darling, it gives me 
pleasure in writing you these 
few lines, dear, to let you 
hear from me at this time. 
Have you forgotten me, dar- 
ling, by now? I am going to 
send you my picture, and I 
know you can remember me 
by this picture. I am the 
one that was one of the wait- 
resses when the Elmsbranch 


courage, integrity, goodness 


and right The Committee of “Five little Santa Clauses, 


Five on Public Welfare.” 
‘Mister W. Garrump, 


Full of joy and cheeriness— 


Ellemssfod. Darling, Hear I When the lid began to pop, 
am honey-settin on the bed, Hm! Was there aleeriness?” 
50 


Committee of Public Welfare 
had its stag dinner at the 
Mansion House. I am the 
one that you told me to call 
[Continued on page 84] 
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HEN you see Mary 

Lewis, you don’t 

think of her as a 

staid business wom- 
an. It’s almost too much of a 
pull on the imagination—just to 
picture her seated among the 
seasoned members of a_ hard 
working board of directors! A 
department store — with its 
varied interests—seems too gi- 
gantic a proposition for such a 
slim, pretty girl to handle. And 
yet Mary Lewis does just that! 
Her two pretty hands—and her eager brain—have in the past 
few years re-shaped the destinies of Best & Company. 

A good many people have wondered at the suddenly increased 
smartness of this shop—which has for years been a New York 
landmark (and which was fast becoming as dull and change- 
less as a landmark)! All at once, Best’s has become the 
synonym of youth. The ultra in modernism. The step ahead! 
A good many people have asked pointed questions. And the 
answer to every question has been—Mary Lewis! Mary Lewis, 
with bobbed blonde hair, and wide, friendly eyes! Mary Lewis 
who is only a girl, herself! 


EATED at her modernistic desk, with—yes—a Chinese red 

typewriter on that desk, you see her against a background of 
pearl-gray walls, a large green and yellow post-impressionistic 
painting of Summer, a full-length mirror, and a yellow wicker 
settee covered with glazed chintz cushions of a beige color. 
These things surround her and declare her uniqueness. Yet— 
she is telling you, as you struggle to take in a number of 
impressions at once—that like thousands of other girls who 
graduate from public high school, she at first had not the 
slightest idea what she wanted to do with her young life. 

In fact it was not until she had been out of school several 
years, and had tried her hand at running a neighborhood 
kindergarten, playing in stock-companies, and serving as ap- 
prentice without pay for an interior decorator, that she settled 
down to a regular job. And that, she insists, was only because 
she was shamed into it by her younger sister’s enterprise. 

The job she found was an ordinary job, in an ordinary 
kind of an office. But with the trick of supremacy which has 
since proved to be a habit of hers, she was soon turning out 


Directors of a Company 
She Helped to Build 


By swered her promptly and offered 


DOROTHY DUN 


more work than any other girl 


She’s On The Board of in the organization. Looking 


for larger fields to conquer, she 
wrote letters, offering her serv- 
ices to three New York depart- 
ment stores. Even in those days 
she must have had an unusual 
flare for expressing herself, for 
one of the larger stores an- 


her a job in the drapery ety 

ment, where she was to sel 
BAR BROMLEY goods and advise the customers 

—all for twelve dollars a week. 
Awakening now to a latent interest in things artistic, she 
studiously attended art school in the evenings, took in the 
various museum lectures at the Metropolitan Museum, and 
wrote such a striking report of one lecture that it came to 
the attention of the president of the store. 


HE Fates were now beginning to unravel Mary Lewis’ 

destiny. It was plain to all who came in contact with her 
that she had a marked artistic sense and that she was quick 
and clever to boot. So it was not surprising that she should 
have caught the attention of the advertising manager, who 
needed—as so many advertising managers do—a fresher in- 
spiration than his own. He offered her a job in his depart- 
ment, and before he could say Jack Robinson she had written 
an ad which was causing more than a little stir. 

Given a motley array of house-furnishings to put into one 
lay-out, she had wracked her brains for a popular appeal, and 
had finally hit on the caption, “American-made Accessories for 
the Summer Home—an American Institution.” Just at that 
time—it was the year 1917—manufacturers the country over 
were stressing the desirability of American-made products, and 
so it happened that Mary Lewis’ ad was reproduced and praised 
in a number of trade journals. 

That caption was only a beginning. The more ads she 
wrote, the more ideas she developed. And the more attention 
she was attracting. Other stores noticed her work, and in a 
year and a half, Best and Company sent for her. It was a 
smaller store, and yet, with the canny business foresight that 
has always been hers, Mary Lewis saw opportunities to do new 
things at Best’s. 

New things she has done aplenty [Continued on page 87] 
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WHO 


KILLED 
MALACHI 
TRENT? 


Start This Thrilling 
Mystery Story Now. 
Try to Solve It Y our- 
self. The Next Is- 
sue of SMART SET 
Will Give the Answer 


E WERE not looking 

for excitement the 

Sunday night Ryker 

stepped out of a tele- 

phone booth in the restaurant where 
we were dining—but we found it. 
Ryker, presuming on a very slight 
acquaintance with Jerningham, the 
playwright, begged his immediate 
assistance on a most unusual mis- 
sion. I, as Jerningham’s secretary, 
went where Jerningham went. To 
the third member of our party, 
Nilsson, crack man of the Philadel- 
phia homicide squad, danger was the very breath of life. 
Ryker’s story was that his fiancée, Linda Marshall of Cairn- 
stone House was being held prisoner there by her uncle, Mal- 
achi Trent. Ryker had been in Malachi’s employ for years 
and knew him for a fanatic, with an insane desire to dominate 
every one with whom he came in contact. As an instance of 
his reaction to opposition Ryker told us how Malachi had 
caused a famous ruby, “The Wrath of Kali,” to be stolen from 
the Temple of Kali in Assam—merely to prove that he could 
do it. A threat which Malachi had just made over the tele- 
phone gave Ryker reason to believe that the sooner he married 
Linda by the special license he had in his pocket the better. 
Cairnstone house was dark when we reached it. No one an- 
swered our ring—but while we debated our next move a 
woman’s terrified scream sent us crashing through the front 
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door and into the dim library where we found Linda Marshall 
and David Trent, Malachi’s grandson—standing above a 
grotesquely sprawled body. 

Apparently Malachi had fallen from the ladder which stood 
against the bookshelves. A physician, hastily summoned, is- 
sued a certificate of accidental death—but after his departure 
Jerningham insisted that Malachi had been murdered. Nilsson, 
acting unofficially, began an investigation, the results of which 
terrified us. 


Y TUESDAY night Jerningham’s hunches and Nilsson’s ex- 
pert deductions had resulted in two confessions of murder 
—one from David Trent—the other from Linda herself. 
David's ignorance of the contents of Malachi’s will—which 
Jerningham deciphered from a blotting pad—the will having 


URDER Yet 

aa 
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Illustrations by DELOS PALMER 


stuck in my hand when I went to the safe to get 
the ruby and found it missing. Linda confessed the 
theft and returned the ruby. Jerningham put it in 
the safe which he closed with a new combination. 

That night at midnight Nilsson had come into 
the room where Jerningham and I were sleeping— 
demanded the key to the library and the new 
combination. He got both—but his manner had 
been so strange that Jerningham hurried down to 
the library which he entered with a skeleton key. 
He hid behind a curtain and fifteen minutes later 
Ram Singh, Malachi’s Hindu servant had entered 
the library, opened the safe and stolen the ruby. 

In the morning Nilsson remembered nothing of 
what he had done the night before and when we 
realized that he had been hypnotized by Ram 
Singh, a new and sinister element was injected into 
the atmosphere. It appeared more than likely that 
Linda had killed Malachi under hypnosis rathe 
than in a fit of insanity, as we had feared. 

After a talk with Ram Singh in which Jerning- 
ham discovered that he was a Brahman of the 
priestly caste—we concluded that he had entered 
Malachi’s service to avenge the theft of “The 
Wrath of Kali.” That explained why he had 
asked for the statue of Kali after Malachi’s death 
—why he had stolen the ruby, but it did not ac- 
count for the poisoned arrow. Had not Malachi’s 
death been sufficient vengeance? 


ILSSON jerked his head toward the corner 
where the statue of Kali had stood. 

“Did you take a good look at her?” he 
asked us dryly. “She’s got a necklace of human 
skulls around her throat, and a sword in one hand 
and a human head in another. Her tastes appar- 
ently run to violence. Suppose she doesn’t consider 
the death of Malachi alone sufficient vengeance?” 

“What more would you say she wanted?” 
Jerningham asked. 

Nilsson shrugged. 

“If I were Ram Singh,” he said slowly, “and 
believed in Kali, and had the job of satisfying her, 
I'd make a clean sweep of the house of Trent.” 

Jerningham whistled. 

“No piker, are you?” he said, but his eyes were 
very grave. 

“Neither is Ram Singh,” Nilsson returned grimly. 

The two men regarded each other for a silent 
minute. 

“Ryker was along on that expedition,’ Jern- 
ingham said presently. 

“That’s right,” Nilsson acknowledged. “Ryker 


too!” 
all The blankness had gone from Linda’s face. She was Jerningham drew a long breath. ; 
s staring at us, wide-eyed. ‘‘What have I been doing?” “Linda and David and Ryker!” he said. ‘Then the plac- 
she asked, urgently. “Tell me—quickly. What ing of the poisoned arrow wasn’t so reckless after all. He 
od have I done—this time? I must know, at once!” had three chances of getting a victim he wanted. And even 
oot if he missed them all, he’d get one of the interlopers who were 
ae meddling with his affairs.” 
- disappeared—led us to believe that he was lying to shield Nilsson grunted. 
ich Linda. We might have believed Linda’s confession, which “Under the circumstances,” he said, “I wonder the man 
proved that she knew Malachi had left all his money to an doesn’t poison the soup and dispose of us all at once!” 
insane asylum on condition that they keep her in custody for Jerningham shook his head. 
- the rest of her life, were it not for some strange facts about “He won't do anything so obvious,” he said. 
der “The Wrath of Kali.” “He won’t do anything more at all, if you'll listen to reason,” 


Linda had taken it before Malachi’s death to get money to Nilsson said sharply. “Knowing what we know now, it’s per- 
run away—yet a poisoned arrow had subsequently been placed fect folly not to lock him up.” : 
in the safe to protect—what? And by whom? The arrow “Is it?” Jerningham said dryly. “What a fool I must be. 
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“You're worse than that!” Nilsson retorted in despair. 

“All right,” Jerningham answered stubbornly. “Call me 
what you like, but I stick by my guns. The supremely impor- 
tant thing is to find out the truth about Malachi’s murder— 
and prove it. That can’t be done by ordinary methods. We 
haven't any case at all—unless we lead Ram Singh somehow 
to betray himself. And we can never do that if we arrest him 
now.” 

‘Very nice and logical,” Nilsson said doggedly. “Only while 
you're proving the original murder, you give him the chance 
to commit three new ones 

“I’m not so sure we can prevent him from committing the 
new ones,’ Jerningham answered with deadly seriousness. 
“Certainly not by an arrest. He could appeal to the British 
embassy, invoke the wealth and influence of his temple, and 
prove that he was simply retrieving stolen goods, recovering 
Kali’s property for her. And the minute he was free, he'd go 
on about his business—and hers—and carry out the rest of the 
program. There’s no use blinking the facts. The people for 
whom that poisoned arrow was intended, will meet death in 
some form sooner or later—arrest or no arrest—unless we can 
make Ram Singh hang himself eventually with the rope that 
we give him.” 

Nilsson looked a bit stunned by the overthrow of his plan 
of action. But he knew logic when he met it 

‘You may be right,” he admitted, reluctantly, “but I draw 
the line at sitting around waiting for the next murder. It’s 
too ghastly. We've got to do something to stop this fanatic.” 

Jerningham’s mouth twisted 

“Well,” he said, “there are two ways to stop him—and only 
two. Take your choice. We can catch him in the act. Or 
we can prove he murdered Malachi—if he did!” 

Nilsson stared at the last words. 

“You don’t doubt it, do you?” he demanded 

“No, I don’t doubt it,’ Jerningham said wearily. “But you 
may remember that twice before—” 

There was a slow, even knock on the door. 
stopped short. I went to open the door 

Outside stood the tall, turbaned figure of Ram Singh, his 
dark face impassive, his eyes inscrutable. He looked us up and 
down before he spoke 

“Luncheon is served,” he said at last with elaborate dignity, 
and turned away. 

Jerningham watched him out of sight with an odd expression. 

“T don’t doubt he killed Malachi,” he repeated mechanically. 
“But you may remember 
going to bed Sunday night 


Jerningham 


with the comfortable con- 
viction that David was the 
murderer. And Monday night 


we sent for Esdaile, the psy- 
chiatrist, because we believed 
that Linda killed Malachi in 
a fit of insanity. And what 
theory we'll sleep on tonight, 
after Esdaile’s call, the devil 
only knows!” 


REMEMBER almost 

nothing of luncheon that 
day, nor of the conversation 
that accompanied the meal 
I was watching Linda’s face, 
and marveling at the change 
wrought in her by Jerning- 
ham’s assurance of her sanity. 
She said very little, but there 
was a clear bright flame of happiness shining through every 
look and word 

The memory of it stayed with me as Jerningham and I 
drove off to find the minister who, according to Mrs. Ketcham, 
the housekeeper, had quarreled with Malachi. I was not so 
interested in this mission as I had been earlier. I could see 
no way in which a quarrel between Malachi and his spiritual 
adviser might bear upon the problem of convicting Ram Singh. 

We found the parsonage without difficulty, but Dr. Din- 
widdie was not at home. Jerningham, however, was stub- 
bornly determined on the interview. We waited for nearly two 
hours, before we saw the tall, awkward figure of the minister 
coming up the walk. 


54 


The whole 
wanted to know. 


MURDER was the 
UNINVITED GUEST 


at the intimate little house party. 
Who was the mysterious murderer? 
village of Glenhaven 
So did two girls 
whom circumstances threw into the 
shadow of suspicion .... 


Begin ‘“*The House Party Murder,” 


Shirley Seifert’s baffling mystery 
story, in the January SMART SET. 


Jerningham introduced himself and me to the middle-aged 
Scotchman as friends of Linda Marshall of Cairnstone House. 
Dr. Dinwiddie weighed the introduction before he answered. 

“She has friends, then,” he said finally, with the slightest 
trace of a burr in his voice. 

“She has friends now,” Jerningham said gravely. “But I'm 
afraid it’s rather a new experience for her. Have you known 
her long?” 

“I met her only once,” Dr. Dinwiddie answered. 

“That was on Saturday?” Jerningham hazarded. 

“On Saturday last.” 

“Would you mind telling us the circumstances of your visit 
that day?” Jerningham asked, most persuasively. 

“IT was sent for,” the minister answered. 

“By Mr. Trent?” 

“Aye.” 

“Did Mr. Trent give his reason for wanting you?” 

“Aye.” Dr. Dinwiddie hesitated. “He said there was to 
be a wedding.” 


DID my utmost to imitate Jerningham’s composure, as he 

put the next question. 

“And was there a wedding?” 

“I would not say so,” Dr. Dinwiddie answered. 

“Why not?” 

Dr. Dinwiddie seemed to ponder his reply. 

“As to the basic cause, I cannot say,” he answered at last 
judicially. “The immediate cause was that Miss Marshall re- 
sponded by saying ‘No!’ at a point in the ceremony where it 
is customary to say ‘I do!’ With that irregularity, the ceremony 
could proceed no further.” 

Jerningham sent me a look that demanded silence. 

“And then what happened?” he asked. 

“There followed,’ Dr. Dinwiddie admitted, “certain protests 
and recriminations of a more or less violent nature.” 

“From the bridegroom?” 

“No. Mr.—ah—Ryker, as I believe he was called, seemed 
to exercise great restraint. His conduct exhibited a marked 
contrast to that of Mr. Trent.” 

Jerningham nodded. 

“IT shouldn't wonder. 
offer?” 

“She seemed, if I may presume to say it, too absent-minded, 
too—ah—preoccupied with her thoughts, to discuss the matter.” 

“What was the nature of Mr. Trent’s remarks?” Jerning- 
ham asked. 

Dr. Dinwiddle frowned. 

“I would say that his discourse was 
apportioned with approximate impar- 
tiality between announcements that 
Miss Marshall's conduct was displeas- 
ing to him, and reminders of past 
warnings as to the consequences of 
causing him displeasure.” 

“And Miss Marshall merely listened 
without repiy?”’ 

“TI could not say she listened. She 
remained in a passive attitude until 
Mr. Trent noted that she was finger- 
ing some trinket that hung about her 
neck. He snatched it from her and 
flung it in the fire. Whereupon she 
roused from her abstraction sufficiently 
to walk from the room.” 

“What happened after she left?’ 

“Mr. Ryker and the servant who 
was the second witness to the cere- 
mony both attempted to mitigate Mr. Trent’s displeasure.” 

“The servant was a woman?” 

“No, a man. A native of India, or some such place, I be- 
lieve.” 

Jerningham’s look grew more intent. 

“And was it Mr. Ryker or the servant,” he asked slowly, 
“who seemed to have the greater influence on Mr. Trent?” 

“T should say the servant.” 

“Do you remember anything that was said?’ 

Dr. Dinwiddie paused to reflect. 

“IT remember one speech with, I think, approximate accu- 
racy,” he answered at last, “because it struck me oddly at the 
moment of utterance.” [Continued on page 126] 


What explanation did Miss Marshall 


ERNINGHAM and I followed Linda to the foot of the wide staircase. It 
was only when she paused that he spoke. “You surprised us very much,” 
he remarked cheerfully to her unhearing ears, and I noticed that his tone 
was unnecessarily loud. “We'd have come back earlier if we'd known” 
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MART SET sought through the New York shops 

to find Christmas novelties that would make your 
gift shopping easier. You can probably buy many of 
them in your own local shops but if you want the 
names and addresses of the New York stores in which 
these first aids to Santa Claus were discovered, ad- 
dress Miss Mary Lee, SMART SET, 221 West 57th St., 
N. Y. Enclose a stamped, addressed envelope, please. 


1. First comes a group of perfumes 
—a spendthrift suggestion but 
sure route to all feminine hearts. 
Top, Essence Rare, $25.00. Next, 
Duo D’Orsay, $10.00. Large bot- 
tle Eau de Cologne, $3.75. Beside 
it, pocket size of same, $.30. The 
larger jar of Lalique glass holds 
excellent face powder, $5.00. The 
smaller matching jar is a new bril- 
liantine, $1.00. The modernist 
bottle, center, holds Les Bourge- 
ous, $7.00. In front is Au Matin, 
$10.00. Ali simply slick. 


2. A very chic mesh bag in pestel 
colors comes for $19.50. 


3. A sewing set that a child will 
adore, $1.45. 


4. A sewing machine, a toy in size 
but a wizard in action, $5.00. 


5. A leather-cased set for the busy 
girl's washing consisting of ivory 
pins, thumb tacks and line, $1.75. 


6. A wooden step stool for reach- 
ing high closet shelves, $5.00 and 
three gay silk hangers for a little 
child's clothes, $1.95, the set. 


7. Girls like jewelry, to give and to 
receive. The charming pear! brace- 
let is $2.95. The imitation dia- 
mond circle is $2.95. That below, 
$2.75. The watch bracelet, $7.50. 
The imitation gold with dangling 
animal pendants is only $3.75. 


8. A particularly fine eight-day 
clock bound in Florentine leather, 
$9.94. A man will like it. 


9. Two pairs of book-ends. One 
pair in orange and beige striped 
leather for the male desk, $7.94. 
The other pair in carved soap- 
stone,an exceptional value, at $4.50. 


10. Here’s one to make them re 
member you for twelve months 
A year’s subscription to SMART 
SET, $3.00. We will send a specia’ 
Christmas gift card is your name 


11. This tiny object in a money 
clip, appropriately ornamented 
with a crystal racing scene, $5.00. 


12. Three silver gift suggestions. 
Top, a salted nut tray, $3.75. 
Right, a bon-bon dish, $4.00. Be- 
low, a pierced server, $3.50. Sil- 
ver’s always welcome everywhere 
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13 Things for smokers of both 
sexes. The deceitful books 
bound in green and gold 
leather conceal a cedar ciga- 
rette box, $5.00. Next is a 
very ultra mirrored box in two 
shades, likewise for smokes, 
$3.50. The pottery cat is yel- 
low striped and bridges an ash 
tray, $1.74. Below him is the 
new ejector case, $1.50 and 
next a duck of a pewter ash 
tray, $3.50. An onyx base sup- 
ports four separate nickel ash 
holders, $3.75 the set. The two 
new lighters, $7.50 and $6.00 
are backed by a funny peasant 
with a pottery ash cart, $2.74. 


14. Two most modern watches, 
left, an Elgin, $35.00; right, 
an Elaine Goering, $17.50. 


15. At right, a waste basket for 
the college room with correct 
insignia, $4.95. A pair of pil- 
lows in pastel shades, $5.00 or 
a single pink and green check- 
ered satin one for $2.95. 


16. A colorful Italian bottle for 
perfume or lotions, $2.50. 


17. Two atomizers, the tall 
glass one very new and smart 
for the dressing table, $6.50. 
The little one looks and works 
like a lighter, $5.00 and is slick 
for the girl friend's handbag. 
The little animal figures are 
pewter candle snuffers. $1.50. 


18. A bridge set for traveling 
containing table cover, two 
decks of cards, pads and pen- 
cils, $3.75. Plus Mr. Works’ 
new book of advice, $2.00. 


19. Glittering evening jewelry 
is very correct. Really smart 
buys are the two long neck- 
laces with rhinestone pend- 
ants, $4.95 each. Below, a 
rhinestone clip, as effective as 
a pin but leaving no ugly holes 
on hat or dress, $4.94. Crystal 
necklace, strung on gold metal- 
lic thread, $12.00. Matching 
ear rings, $4.00 the pair. 


20. The young lady who knows 
fashion will appreciate brown 
wooden beads entwining smart 
silver ones. $3.69. 


21. It can be either a vase or 
a candelabra and would be wel- 
come in any house. Of beauti- 
fully modeled pottery. $4.95. 


22. Center, left, an organdy 
rose holding individual pow- 
der puffs, $1.50, or a small 
bright colored tissue package 
of puffs, $.50. A box of indi- 
vidual guest soaps in six colors 
and scents, $1.00. 


22. The newest cigarette com- 
partment box called the Pref- 
erence chest holds four brands 
in their original packages, 
$4.65. Right, a delightful 
make-up box with mirror- 
lined cover and divided inner 
sections for cosmetics $2.75. 
Left, a real novelty, an indi- 
vidual serving tray for buffet 
suppers, all colors. $1.50. 


Plus a Few Suggestions 
for Spendthrifts. 
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He» was experiencing that sense of freedom that comes 


4 


to a young matron who goes stepping for the first time f 
with a man who is not her husband. She danced with every 
man who asked her. She was to hear a lot about that party later I 
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There are Some Things about Marriage That Do 
Not Change, Even When the Whole World Goes 


A Story of Today 


By SIDNEY HERSCHEL SMALL 


ELEN McMILLAN had set the boxlike table the 

night before, after Mac had gone to bed. She 

shoved it closer to the fireplace, and placed a low 

seat beside it. Orange juice in triangular crystal 
glasses. Reheated rolls on ultramarine plates. The coffee 
poured. She uncovered the curious porcelain now doing duty 
as a jam jar, calling blithely, “Step on it, Mac!” 

A clear whistling blurred into, “Coffee made yet?” 

“My lord’s breakfast waits.” It had been Mac, she remem- 
bered without sense of guilt, who had made the fire while she 
was still in bed insisting that there was no hurry. This made 
her add, “I'll go drag out the chariot. Quit fussing with 
your bag. Everything’s in it.” 

As she went out, she heard something involving the gray 
shirt. Mac had taken a contrary liking to that one merely, 
he’d said, to show his independence. He wore it steadily; that 
was why it had ripped again. She rather wished that she had 
either mended it (had it been any other, she would) or thrown 
it away as worn out. 

The garage door was open; they had come home late, and 
forgotten to close it. The leather seat was slippery-wet, the 
wheel covered with moisture. If the old car wouldn’t—ah! it 
started!—then an instant’s horrible silence (she’d persuaded 
Mac last night that there was plenty of gas!) ... roar. As 
she thankfully adjusted the throttle, the engine hummed. 

Her eyes were bright, her face flushed with cold as she went 
inside. If she’d had the sort of husband who'd say, “You 
shouldn’t go out without a sweater,” she would willingly let 
him miss all the trains in the world. What Jim McMillan 
did say was entirely satisfactory: “You're a pretty good look- 
ing honey. Even before breakfast. Don’t you be heaving 
out any new lines while I’m away apple-polishing. We'll both 
be riding the gravy train yet.” 

She wrinkled her nose at him. “Polishing the apple? That’s 
new, Mac. Does it mean fixing things so you can ride the 
gravy train? As to heaving out lines, am I supposed to go 
into weeds just because you're to be gone a week?” 

McMillan laughed, shaking his head. He was sitting 
directly before the fire, and since the modernistic seat was 
very low his legs were extended almost to the hearth. His 
glass was empty; cup in hand, he reached for a cigarette. 

“And one for me,” Helen said,, sitting beside him. 

“Not before Sreakfast. You—” 

As bad as asking about sweaters! 
fast on time—” 

“If you'd get me up on time—” 

“IT wouldn’t be forced to wait for my own food until after 
I’ve driven you to the station. I'll drink my coffee—satisfied 
now? Then light it for me.” 


“If you’d come to break- 


You can make it fast.” 


“Drive a fellow down to the ferry? 


/llustrations by FREDERICK CHAPMAN 


She could! 
cold morning.” 

McMillan ignored that, saying only, “Will you miss your 
favorite and exclusive collector of sugar while he’s gone?” 

“TI thought you said ‘glue’ was the new word for money?” 

“And tell him that you still—” 

“Be your age, old man!” 

“That,” said McMillan critically, “is neither smart nor new.” 

Warmth and silence crept close. The yellow fire, the 
Japanese print of the old priest in his temple, and the early 
freesias in an octagonal violet bowl all made the hard gray- 
ness of the outside day the more remote. 

McMillan’s arm lay across her shoulder; it was almost like 
the last delicious moments before awaking. What the woman 
thought she said, “I hate to have you go. Have,as good a 
time as you can.” : 

“Mostly work.” Lest this sound as if asking for sympathy 
he went on lightly, “I won’t get hymer any ‘more than neces- 
sary. Passing the horn among friends and relatives, including 
wives who giggle when they get too much, is one thing, but 
I get no kick from inhaling ammonia out of gin bottles.” In 
the same tone, “Still like your old mdn?” 


Nevertheless something made her say, “It’s a 


ER eyes laughed up at him. Just about right, her Jim. 

Taller, but not too big; playing a driving game, faster but 
less accurate than her own chops and lobs, and_not able to get 
a love set if she kept working his backhand; liking the same 
books, the same people, the same things—the new things. 
Their confidences were as complete as their confidence. Both 
hated two things: dullness and affectation. She leaned back, 
still smiling, the fire brightening her profile until it shone like 
a copper coin, and lifted her lips to be kissed. 

“So he wants to hang a goober on me, does he?” she said 
softly. 

McMillan’s head, half lowered, stopped. 
wouldn’t call it that!” 

“Call what which, Jimmy?” 

“Hanging a goober.” 

“A kiss by any other name—” 

She didn’t add that she had learned the phrase from him, 
nor remind him of her earlier distaste for it. She said only, 
“Are you going through with the threat, or are we to have a 
lot of repression?” 

“I wish you wouldn’t—” 

“Want me in lavender and old lace? You're pretty slangy 
yourself—”’ 

“Honestly, Helen, do you get all of your slang from 
me? J—” 

As she glanced automatically at her watch she said, “He's 
either curious or jealous . . . but the goober thing’s all yours, 
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“I wish you 


Jim. I wondered myself where you picked it up.” She tried 
suddenly to explain what she was thinking, “Neither of us are 
especially dumb—at least not so dumb that we don’t know 
how much fun it is to be married. Fred Jamison’s taking 
his vacation alone again, up in the Sierras, but when the Mc- 
Millans do things, they do ‘em together—” 

“That's the way to keep a wife,” Jim agreed placidly. “Stay 
right with her.” He grinned, adding, “Boy, we're getting into 
deep waters for so early in the day—” 


HERE was a complete assurance, a masculine competence, 
in the way she drove. McMillan, sitting close, with one 
arm about her, watched the way she swung the car ahead of 
slower traffic; she took advantage of every straight stretch in 
the road, as she glanced at a town clock and measured her time 
to the ferry 
An oleander, blossoms browned with frost, swung into view 
at a turn in the road; blossoms, fallen, bunched drearily under 
the bush. It would, both knew, soon be winter. The air was 
cold. Fog hung in the westward hills. Cloud-shadows raced, 
in a high wind, over the flanks of the hills, vanishing when 
they reached the fog bank. 
McMillan bent and lit a cigarette. In answer to Helen’s, 
“Please!” he put it between her lips and lighted a second for 


himself. “You want everything I want,” he said. “Why? 
Because I want it? Or because you think you ought to have 
it too?” 


Bein’ modern, p’r’aps.” 


“Hard to explain. Don’t know 
She rebelled as he tried 


Clipped words as she drove capably. 
to come closer. “Had your daily lovin’ already, Mr Mc- 
Millan. Peck on the cheek, at th’ ferry, is all you get. No: 
take it here; I’m ag’in kissin’ in public. Careful, there, old 
Jim. I'll have the car in th’ ditch—’” Returning to McMil- 
lan’s earlier question, she went on, “It is lucky we like the 
same things. Me, you. You, me.” She swerved the car 
around a truck, and suddenly giggled. “Most husbands’d yell, 
‘Hey, tryin’ to wreck th’ machine?’ Good for you, Jimmy, 
for sittin’ tight. Keep that way while you're gone.” 

“Tight?” 

“No. Behaving.” 

“Same to you, sweetness—” 

“I’m the stay-at-home,” Helen said. “Want me to wear 
armor while you're away?” For all her lightness, for all that 
she herself had told him to behave she felt unaccountable 
anger 

“Wish you were going with me,” McMillan said. ‘“Well— 
boat’s in. I know the traffic cop; run right up to the gate.” 

“You're going on business.” She didn’t add, ‘“That’s why 
I can’t go.” 

“Reconcile that with the ‘wither thou goest’ speech.” 

“Good six-bit word, James. I meant that I want to do 
what you do. Put it down to a funny sort of jealousy; that’s 
what you've been driving at.’ She slipped the clutch, stopped 
the car, leaving the engine running. ‘“Can’t explain what I 
mean. A lot of love for you, perhaps. Something else. What’s 
the difference? Now go dash for your boat, and—” 

Her position behind the wheel did not save her. Since the 
men standing at the cigar-store had seen, the swift, partial 
embrace made her feel as if they'd all kissed her too. 

‘I wish he hadn't done it,” she thought with hot cheeks. 
“Told him not to. That’s the husband in him. It’s taken a 
long time to make husbands, but wives who are people have 
just had a few years to learn. Darn him! ‘See m’wife, gents; 
see me kiss her any time I feel like it! She’s taken me to th’ 
boat, and now I'm off to strut my stuff alone.’ That’s what 
he might just as well have said!” 

McMillan, at the gate, turned and waved; she saw that he 
was grinning broadly 

“He did it to provoke me,” Helen thought. “And I fell for 
it.” She waved back. “Just the same, he shouldn't have 
done it. If I had turned away, he'd have been angry, like 
I am now.” There were things which four years of marriage 
left unclear. She wished that she were going with him, not 
that she was afraid of anything he might do, for, “He likes the 
girls, but I like men myself. Only we tell each other about it, 
and laugh.” 

The fog hung over the hills like a mist, hills burned down 
to the bone. Heavy masses of eucalyptus showed lifeless and 
gray; the swoon of summer was over. 

The fireplace, at home, was black and cold; one cigarette 
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had burned out bleakly on the hearth; the room still had 
the pungent odor of orange. She opened the window wide, 
hurrying about until everything was in order. 

As she went to the telephone she saw two baby carriages 
outside in the sun. “Like a hallmark of marriage,” she thought. 
“If I were Lucy Craig, a graduate nurse, I wouldn’t stay home 
twiddling my thumbs and playing with Craig Junior while 
Dave's foolin’ with pretty women patients.” As she gave 
central the number, Helen wondered automatically if she 
wanted Dave brought to time, or Lucy to advance in her own 
profession. 

. “Jim’s gone,” 


she informed Betty Gilmore. “Some tennis 


tomorrow?” A pause, while she listened. “A shout? You're 
as bad as Jim with your slang. Oh, dancin’ party? Am I in 
sackcloth and ashes, my dear? Naturally I'll come. Mac? 


What’s he got to do with it? If I know my Jimmy Mac—” 
calmly and casually—‘he'll be offerin’ some babe a magazine, 
and later take her into the diner. Who? He is?” The 
motion of hand to rumpled hair was instinctive. “I haven't 
seen Bliss for ages. Still boomin’ around, is he? He said 
that? Well, J never believed the things he told me, so why 
should I believe what he says about me—What?—Sure I'll 
bring it with me.” 

And why, she thought, shouldn’t she go? Betty and Pete 
had been over to dinner a few nights ago; it was fine of them 
to have her now, and, with Jim gone, to have a man for her. 
Her eyes shone as she told the mirror in her room, “Wait 
until old Jim starts boastin’. I'll give him one that'll turn 
his hair gray!” She mustn’t, she decided, take more than two 
cocktails—not the sort Pete mixed. 


ITHOUT real reason, Helen felt that it would have been 
a little more satisfactory if she’d gone to Bet’s without 
knowing that Bliss Porter would be there. When Jim phoned 
her from the city, some of the noise about him came to her: 
“Where are you phoning from?” she'd demanded. 
Some of the fellows, Jim explained blithely, were giving him 
a send-off. “Two of ’em are down already,” he said. “Down, 
but not yet out. If the party gets any rougher, I’m going to 
slip it.” 
Feel he hadn’t answered her question, she didn’t tell him 
about Bliss. “Why should I?” she pondered as she hung up 


Helen peered up furtively from across her book, at 
Mac. She wondered when he would ask for an ex- 
planation. She almost hoped that it would be soon 


the receiver. “Only make Jim think I attached importance to 
it. Ill just have a good time, just as Jim’s doing. Heaven 
knows, from the racket he must be.” 

She decided with logic which was satisfactory to her, that 
if Jim mentioned any attractive women he met, this time she'd 
have a happy ahswer. Even at that moment, however, the old- 
goose-and-gander saying seemed inapt. Things were so darn 
muddled! If Jim liked the girls, once, had he entirely 
changed? Was she jealous? No. “I’m the same as I was, 
too,’ she thought. But that didn’t satisfy her either. 


T HAD been, the two families agreed, a fine thing when 

Helen and James were married. The two had met, found 
one another out, and, as Helen had told her mother that night, 
“That was that.” 

They were married within the year. 

If Helen’s affection had been instinctive, McMillan’s was 
clear-sighted. Since it was unusual, her reticence had at- 
tracted him from the first, as well as her beauty, which was 
real, although not of that compelling sort which any one 
might see. Since it had been (four years ago) a time of lip- 
stick, her lips had been crimson; she had had the flippancy 
and insolence of the other girls he knew; she went where she 
would, and yet it would have been inconceivable to connect 
her with anything improper. Now that she was his by legal 


act (necessary), by Church sanction (insisted upon by both 
families); by her given word and his eager acceptance, he 
thought of the tie, when he thought of it at all, calmly. They 
were married. The End. 

When McMillan saw her talking to other men, or dancing 
with them, he could not keep his eyes off her. At such a time, 
he hoped for a miracle which would let him tell her how much 
he loved her. When they would return home and he felt the 
touch of her arm, or the wooing of her affectionate hand, he 
knew how unnecessary words were. 

There had been serious talks before they were married. 
They were going to continue to be themselves—two_ people, 
but doing the same things. It worked out so. There were 
camping-trips, where the bacon turned cold and greasy on one’s 
tin plate, where the condensed-milk can’s punched opening 
had to be freed from ants before its contents might be poured 
into smoky coffee. Helen had learned to pitch camp like a 
man. When the mother protested (seeing Helen’s hands), the 
wife said, “If Jim likes it, little Helen says she does too.” 
This her mother insisted was entirely Biblical, and hardly 
modern. ‘Entirely modern,” Helen had said. “Jim doesn’t 
have the fun camping, with other men, that he does with me.” 

Her mother did not remind her, later, that the last trip had 
been only for a week instead of the usual three. 

Object lessons, the first few years. The Dutton divorce: 
“And if I wanted to go steppin’ every night, Mr. McMillan, 
you'd howl yourself.” The Davis’ separation. ‘‘Georgianna’s 
listenin’ to lectures on scientific child-raisin’ while she leaves 
the baby home to be cared for by a hired girl,’ Helen had 
said vehemently. The Grays. The Wilmoths. 

“You're a lucky woman,” Helen was told. “Jim trusts you.” 

“Why shouldn't he?” she had demanded. “But sometimes 
he talks too much about it.” 


le OBEDIENCE to additional phoned instructions, Helen 
took with her a dozen dessert plates, the amber-glass ones 
with crimson and maroon triangles painted on them, and the 
little heavy glasses she’d bought at the five-and-ten. If Betty 
thought she’d bring those new delightful modern ones she'd 
be disappointed. Helen knew what happened to glasses at 
parties. 

An argument was going on in the Gilmore kitchen, with 
Pete insisting that a mixture of gin, bitters, lemon-peel and 
apple-cider was drinkable: 

“I lost my husband the moment we came.” Elizabeth Win- 
ters said, moving over to let Helen sit. “He brought along 
one single bottle of horrible claret, and on the strength—or 
weakness—of that he’s helping consume the Gilmore cellar. 
Go out and stir ‘em up. Helen. If you go, they can’t make 
wise cracks about our being afraid to let ’em out of our sight.” 

Helen knew them all, but she said, “They won't come for 
me until they’re ready.” 

“Ready?” another wife moaned. “They're ripe right now!” 

The Gilmores’ long narrow dining room was, Helen saw as 
she passed through, all ready for dinner. Salad, on the table, 
let warming mayonnaise dribble over pineapple and tomato. 
Betty probably realized that by the time any one would be 
allowed to eat they wouldn’t care how things tasted. Helen 
pushed upon the door to the kitchen. 

“Here’s to Porter, he’s true blue—” 

Bliss Porter, back to her, had a tremendous glass of beer 
in hand, and was bowing and grinning as the other men sang. 
The same glance showed Helen pots on the stove waiting for 
heating, or, more probably, reheating. 

“He’s a drunkard through and through—” the chorus went on. 

Was he? Helen wondered if there were any truth to the 
idiotic song. 

They wouldn’t come, Helen realized; but to Bliss she said, 
“These men are only husbands. Come along in the other room 
so your hostess can get dinner ready.” 

“You might show a fellow a little affection after all these 
years,” Bliss said, trying to pull her toward him. “I’m a 
rejected suitor,” he said to the crowd. “I have rights.” 

He thrust his arm through hers, and Helen instantly began 
to draw him toward the living room; the other men followed, 
not entirely agreeably. 

As they came in Porter whispered something Helen did not 
catch. She glanced around the room.- Betty was fussing with 
ash-trays; men and women were talking without interest. She 
felt Bliss’ arm slide down the back [Continued on page 112] 
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“T never could have made a go of this 


business unless I'd been a private secretary” 


All You Need Is An 


Oyster Opener 


WENTY years ago a. sturdy 
little fourteen-year-old miss, 
her flaxen hair neatly braided 
into pigtails and tied with a 
huge plaid ribbon bow over each ear, 
queried the head of the secretarial 
school where she had just enrolled. 

“Do you teach shorthand in German, too?” she inquired 

He shook his head. Whereupon the child, her blue eyes 
wide with responsibility, replied, “Well, when I learn it in 
English, I'll translate it into German for you.” 

Had that teacher been gifted with reading the future and 
seen the little girl mastering German shorthand, then Spanish, 
then other foreign languages, until within seven years she was 
teaching night classes in foreign language shorthand, he might 
not have had such a wide grin to cover with his hand. 

Could he see her today, he probably would try to forget 
that he had ever smiled 

For the serious little girl of twenty years ago is the Lena 
Hauser of today, outstanding self-made success, owner, man- 
ager and motivating spirit of the Ace Press. She has built 
her $100,000 printing business out of the three characteristics 
displayed by that little girl: A desire to serve, a keen eye for 
what is needed, unbounded energy to get it done. 

Today Lena Hauser’s name is the password for efficient job 
printing and mailing service among corporations, banks, stores, 
colleges and private enterprises that use direct mail advertising. 
For the Ace Press prints, proofs, addresses and mails for clients 
anything from a tiny fly-leaf cartoon, advertising a weekly 
periodical, to a weighty, bound college bulletin printed in 
thirteen different languages. 

Her plant has two huge floors of roaring presses, humming 
multigraphing and mimeographing machines, throbbing paper 
cutters—machines for punching holes, rounding corners, 
stamping, addressing and doing all the other intricate things 
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printed word. 

“The whole world is our oyster but 
we've got to learn how to open it,” 
is the optimistic way Miss Hauser 
explained the ever increasing horizon 
of her work. 

I asked her how she opened her oyster in the first place. 

“With stenography,” she answered, cryptically, as she led 
me into her office—a very feminine room with its caintz- 
curtained windows looking out over the historic old Battery to 
the harbor where big ships go down to the sea. 

“You may think there is no connection between owning a 
printing concern and being a private secretary but I could 
never have made a go of this business if I hadn't been a secre- 
tary,” she asserted. “You see a secretary really has to learn 
the things that are essential to running a business. Because 
she must get things done, she develops a technique of effi- 
ciency. She has to stay pleasant so she learns to work with 
others. She develops the habits of accuracy and punctuality. 
And last, and almost the most important, if she works up to 
be the secretary to some big person, she makes invaluable busi- 
ness contacts that she could not possibly make otherwise. 


By concerned with the production of 


bi ON’T think I started right in as a private secretary,” Miss 
Hauser interrupted her story, laughing. “My first job 

was in a real estate office as the least of stenographers. But if I 
had been secretary to the President of the United States I could 
not have been more thrilled than I was over my first week’s 
wages—five dollars! I was practical enough to spend it for 
two waists because I wanted to look neat. And I used my 
Christmas bonus from my boss to start an endowment policy!” 
Miss Hauser had a succession of positions after that, always 
bettering herself because, each time she changed, it was after 
she had improved herself in some [Continued on page 135] 
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On the Make 


HE other day in New York 

Professor Walter B. Pitkin of 

Columbia University gave out 

some statements about happiness. 
He said many people, and New Yorkers 
in particular, couldn’t be happy because 
they were always “on the make.” No 
sooner did they get what they wanted than they wanted 
something else—and started out being unhappy all over 
again. 

Now I am really a peaceful girl and I hate starting argu- 
ments with professors, but my personal belief is that as far 
as the modern girl is concerned, it is this very quality of 
being ‘on the make” that brings happiness to her and so 
much new zest into current life. 

It is because the modern girl believes—and proves—that 
she can make her face prettier that she spends eight billion 
dollars on cosmetics yearly. That’s certainly being on the 
make. But it’s a “make” that gives work to thousands to 
say nothing of eye-ease to millions. 

It is because she believes—and proves—that new styles 
make her freshly interesting, that she has trappers in the Far 
North, designers in Paris, lace makers in Belgium, garment 
makers in Seventh Avenue and jewel hunters in Africa work- 
ing day and night to supply her whims. 

It is her very restlessness. her unceasing search for perfec- 
tion, that is making the new world such a slick place to live. 


HE gets lots of blame, of course. Older people blame 
divorce on her. They blame her for the break-up of the 
home and the stuffy moralities. The modern girl accepts the 
blame with an amused grin and a shrug of her shoulders. 
She believes in marriages of love and adventure. She 
believes in the morality of courage and truth and if she 
spends less time in prayer and more at golf, check up on 
her health and happiness and draw your own conclusions. 
The wise and bitter D. H. Lawrence wrote a piece about 


by 


Ruth Waterbury 


our sex not long ago. He pulled several 
cracks, among which was his statement 
that no man had ever met a real woman 
or talked to one. His belief was that 
men only talked to their own mental 
pictures of women and we, being what 
we are, acted like young boys, dear old 
mothers, clinging vines or seductive orchids, depending upon 
the type the particular man wanted at that moment. The 
clever girl, he said, was all women to all men. 

Once more I quarrel with my betters. A lot of this subtle 
acting of women goes on because it is one of the smartest 
games a girl can play. Every girl likes being an actress. 
But the young woman of 1929 has discovered her right to 
womanliness. She acts when she wants to—when the man 
is interesting enough—but if she doesn’t want to, she stays 
herself. When she is in that réle she makes men take her 
on her own valuation—or let her alone. She would rather 
be taken than not—but if she isn’t, it won't ruin her life. 


| OVE? Of course she believes in love! She believes in 
it ten times as ardently as her mother ever did. But 


she isn’t stupid. Mother used to dream tat marriage would 
be a sea of bliss, a sort of fifty-year necking party. Her 
daughter isn’t as naive as that. She knows love isn’t self- 
sustaining and by no means a whole existence for man or 
woman. So she wants the right, as much as man has it, to 
have an intelligent balance to her days. 

Age tells the modern girl to settle down, to stop being on 
the make. Age doesn’t realize that its attitude is less wisdom 
and more hardening of the arteries. 

The modern girl by her very vitality expresses her philoso- 
phy—to live life to the limit of beauty, enthusiasm and joy. 

Personally I think the modern girl is simply swell. 

And incidentally, isn’t it funny that until SMART SET came 
along, nobody ever thought of editing a magazine for her? 
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Evening wraps are expensive, but a girl can’t 
resist buying them. This transparent aqua- 
marine velvet is collared in white Belgian 
rabbit and its body fulness is draped into a 
tight girdle at the hips. Price about $95.00 


Courlesy Marcus Klepper § Co. 
rust-colored taffeta, 


Winter Finds 


at the sides and cur- a nd Ca utiou AY 


tailed line in front. 
Price about $49.50 


The smart winter eve- 
ning gown ought to 
cover a lot of ground. 
Still, a dancing frock 
must be short. Here, 
then, is a distinguish- 
ed compromise of 


Courtesy Polonaise Dress Co. 


WEET and low is the song of the Pre-Christmas fash- 
ions, but how sweet and how low is the question. 
A girl doesn’t know which way to turn. Late in the 
summer, when Paris was getting her new ideas across, 
she was very dogmatic. Said Paris, “Longer hemlines—much, 
much longer for evening; three to five inches for daytime 
wear. Natural waistlines, tucks, frills and ruffles. Femininity 
all over the place. This winter you will be a lady, madame, 
and like 
Here, in six models, is That is what Paris said last summer. That is what New 
a wardrobe charming York obediently repeated in the earliest days of‘autumn. But 
as a perfect gift. Start now it is all a vague, jumbled rumor. At the moment Paris 
with this delightful is in the act of discovering just what she was forced to°dis- 
frock of black Canton cover about three years ago—that the American woman no 
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crepe. The egg-shell 
crepe collar and cuffs 
achieve flattering 
contrast. Its circular 
skirt features the 
new lengthened line. 
Price about $34.50 


Courtesy Robert Turk, Inc. 


longer arbitrarily follows her lead. 

It was really a swell idea that Paris had. If she could make 
women, all over the world, scrap every dress, coat and hat they 
had it meant many more yards of material used, thousands 
more models bought. It was an elegant idea. Only it doesn’t 
seem to have worked. 

Going about through the New York shops this month I find 
the situation positively amusing. A few radical stores are 
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You can’t be really smart this winter with- 
out a tweed ensemble. Developed in an im- 
ported brown mixed tweed, with tuck-in 
blouse of brown wool jersey, this model is in- 
expensive, warm and practical. Price $39.50 


Courtesy Robert Turk, Inc. 


ashion Clever 


By GEORGIA MASON 


encouraging wasp waists and skirts trailing the ground from 
morn to midnight. A few more are compromising, showing 
day time gowns an inch or so longer than last year and mildly 
indicated waistlines. But the greater portion of the shops are 
doing exactly nothing at all. They are waiting for you, the 
American girl, to do it. They don’t dare do a thing until 
they find out which way you are going to jump, and at the 
present writing you don’t seem to be jumping. You seem to 
be going on pretty much as you always have, buying youthful, 
simple clothes but not rushing about madly with any terrible 
drive to be different. 


HIS ought really to make those of us who are just every- 

day girls feel pretty cocky. It proves us to be the people 
who make the mode. If we won’t take our waistlines tight, 
Paris and the American manufacturer will have to make them 
comfortable. 

This goes for everything. The newest winter hats were 
designed with the idea of their being smart complements for 
longer skirts. 

Gloves were longer to denote more formality. Fabrics, in 
the August showings, went back to broadcloths and such things 


A dress superior to 
every occasion. Of 
black chiffon with a 
cape-collarof ecru 
batiste delicately em- 
broidered, it solves 
the long hemline prob- 
lem. To be purchased 
by the girl who needs to 
look a bit more slen- 
der. Price about $35.00 


Courtesy Lucerne Frocks 


If you’re well coated, 
your frocks will take 
care of themselves. 
This wrap of elk myra 
cloth has a gathered 
front tunic bordered 
with mink-dyed 
muskrat to match 
its collar and cuffs. 
Excellent for tall girls. 
Price about $95.00 


Courtesy Marcus Klepper § Co. 
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Natural cashmere fashions this ser- 
viceable dress, correct for sports or 
business wear. It features the nor- 
mal waistline, accented by a brown 
kid belt, brown bone buttons and a 
collar of white pique. Price $35.00 


Courtesy Robert Turk, Inc. 


as mother used to wear. Now none of that seems 
positive. What with this and with that, it’s all 
very difficult. 

My personal feeling is that skirts, before the 
winter's over, will be a bit longer for daytime, but 
only a bit. Knees will probably just become part 
of the body and not be exhibition points. Waist- 
lines will be featured by younger girls, I fancy, 
because they are so darned becoming. But on 
the whole it all boils down to the fact that the 
very extreme has never been the truly smart and 
that this year Paris, in her haste to prove herself 
the great big fashion influence she used to be, 
overstepped herself and went too extreme. 


A I wrote you last month, I have changed my 
shopping tactics for you and am now going 
after the best looking clothes I can find for the 
most moderate prices—clothes, beautifully ready- 
made, which can be retailed to you through the 
better shops of your own hometown 

It was pretty new to me last month, invading 
the wholesalers’ showrooms and seeking models 
long before the finest stores in the country had 
made their choices among them. But this month 
it was all much simpler, and if vou only like the 
models I found as much as I do, I'll be very happy. 
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SMART SET’S Smart 
evs Fashions for Girls Who 
Love Beauty and Thrift. 


ECTION 


Each one of them, from winter coat models to evening 
frocks, illustrates some of the better and permanent points 
of the new mode, and I think each of them is a simply grand 
buy from the point of practicality and chic. 

Let me tell you a little about the potentialities of the 
winter fashions, first, so that if you don’t get enough leads 
from the modes illustrated, you will at least have some gen- 
eral style information. 

Paris has developed a positive mania for tweeds and jersey 
and this mania seems to be shared by America. From the 
practical point of view, nothing could be sweeter, and you 
really ought to have a dress or ensemble in one of these ma- 
terials for your strenuous daytime activities. The smartest 
tweeds and jerseys are in shades of brown and yellow. You 
can combine jersey and tweed or you can take them sep- 
arately. Blue and green in “off” shades are equally accepted 
in the tweed family but the brownish shades, being a sort of 
summer hangover, are choicest. 

Black, which was very retiring during the first Autumn 
weeks, has now come back with its customary bang. Black 
satin dresses for wear under fur coats will be particularly 
good. Black hats you have simply got to have, particularly 
those ducky little affairs of black 
velvet cut in all sorts of swoops, 
curves or what-you-will about your 
ears. The black coat is always 
good and beautifully practical and 
if you want a black suit of silk or 
jersey, go to it and my blessing 


The brim of this soft 
black felt hat turns 
up in front, down in 
back and out at the 
sides. It can be ad- 
justed to your own 
features. Price $12.50 


Courtesy Hunken, 
Neale § Forbes 


Jacket ensemble for 
wear under your 
winter topcoat. It 
has a coat and skirt 
of black flat crepe 
plus a long-sleeved 
blouse of bright yel- 
low. Price about $45 


Courtesy Robert Turk, 
Ine. 
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Selected from New York’s Lead- 
ing Wholesalers as a Shopping 


Guide in Home Town Stores 


upon you. With black you simply can’t go wrong 

Next to black and brown, the best tips are 
green in the darker tints particularly, and follow- 
ing this comes a new reddish tint, called black- 
berry for no -good reason. 

However, no matter which colors you favor, 
remember that this is no season for weak or 
dubious colors, even in the evening. Every 
shade of the new winter colors must be strong 
and outstanding and you should avoid any cos- 
tume developed in weak or doubtful shades. 
Try to find beige in the better shops and you 
meet only an icy stare. 

Of materials, next to tweed, velvet is best. 
Every kind of variety of velvet is being used 
from transparent to panne, from printed to 
plain. My own vote goes to the plain panne 
group, but if you don’t feel that way about it, 
buy what you like. Youre safe! 

No matter how long and lean your dresses 
may be—and I think they will evolve to just 
that—it looks as though our coats were going to 
be definitely full skirted. Some coats have fur- 
edged, low-placed flares, some have front panels 


All velvets are being worn this season but none 
are smarter than black transparent velvet, par- 
ticularly when it is as effective as this one- 
piece frock with its deeply collared dotted net 
vest and bolero bodice. Price about $29.50 


Courtesy Leading Dress and Costume Co. 


Very new and dashing is this two-piece 
frock with Spanish girdle and _ tuck-in 
blouse. The skirt is of black Canton crepe, 
the blouse of airway blue crepe. Price $39.50 


Courtesy Yacht Club Frocks 


so generous they wrap well around the hips. But either 
way, there is some sort of elaboration of design in the 
winter coats. The melon cuff of fur is back. The 
capelet collar and the scarf collar will both be worn 
by the smart and that Elizabethan collar, high up in 
the back of the neck and down at the sides, such as the 
glamorous Miss Garbo of the movies wears, is not to 
be laughed at. 

Some sleeves are those familiar standbys, the kimono 
and the raglan; others and newer ones are set in seam- 
less armholes. This is a good trick, achieved through 
cutting the sleeve in one with the back. Coats, so 
treated, are more formal in design than the raglan type. 

If you can afford it, you might indulge in a lapin coat. They 
are, for fur coats, grandly inexpensive. Full length models, 
tailored in a very swagger manner, retail for about $195. 
Short models—and lots and lots of them will be worn—sell 
for about $125 to $180. A tailored tweed dress, a short lapin 
coat—lapin, incidentally being nothing but our old friend, 
rabbit fur, gone French—and a little beret of velvet or tweed 
and a girl would be well dressed for months. 

Evening coats will be worn both long and short, the short 
ones being a shade smarter. These are made very full, with 
or without sleeves, and collared and cuffed in fur. They just 
reach the hips. The better ones have heavy fur hems, and 
should be worn wrapped around to give [Continued on page 86] 
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Don’t trim yourself like a Christ- 
mas tree. Jewelry is to be seen 
and not heard. It should comple- 
ment your beauty, not blanket it 


HE month before Christmas is a splendid time to 

think of the little things of loveliness—the accessories 

of beauty. The counters everywhere are stacked 

high with a tempting array of beautiful things, espe- 
cially little personal extras. When you buy gifts you want 
them to express your own good taste and speak for your 
intelligence by their appropriateness to the person for whom 
they are intended. 

And if you have the chance to select some of your own 
gifts, either by a good honest hint or by helping to shop, 
it is well to give the subject a little quiet thought. Sur- 
prise packages are thrilling, I know, but they can be awfully 
embarrassing. 

Last Christmas I remember watching an elderly friend 
of mine, who is tall, angular and inclined to be just a bit 
sharp-featured, open a romantic looking little box. 

When the lid sprang up she shrieked with delight, “Just what 
I wanted!” 

I peeked into the box, and my spirits fell. It contained 
a pair of lovely, drooping earrings in the modern manner, 
but just the thing that a sharp-featured girl should avoid. 

“Natalie,” I said, “they’re not for your type.” 

She protested that they were very smart and that she 
intended to wear them. But she had to give ‘in. They 
emphasized all her worst features—her narrow face, her sharp 
chin, too-thin neck. Finally she managed to exchange them 
for a less spiky pair and I hope that the next person to get 
them was a slender, exotic girl with more delicate features. 

There are now such fascinating earrings that even the 
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Loveliness 


By 


Mary Lee 


few of us who never have worn ear- 
rings are persuaded to try them. The 
tailored type of girl these days may 
find button earrings of pearl, jet or 
jade very becoming. 

Very short girls, especially those 
who are just a little stout,—or maybe 
even stouter than  that—should 
never wear long earrings, either broad 

or pointed. They should keep close to the medium length, 
worn near the lobe, in squares or circles of filigree, or va- 
rious carved gold and silver patterns. If the chains are too 
long on the design you like, the shop will shorten them. 

Tall, large girls look better with the broad rectangular 
or oval drop. 

Finger rings also have a set of rules. 

For short, stubby fingers the stone should not be too 
small, nor too high, and a rectangular or oval shape is best, 
so that it covers the breadth of the finger. 

On the other hand, unusually thin fingers seem more 
graceful if the stone is cut high. A round, high stone, like a 
pearl, is well adapted to the medium slender finger. 

The girl who has lovely diamond or pearl rings should 
take extra pains to keep her hands white and exquisite, for 
by contrast with the precious jewels her hands will seem 
clumsy and rough if they are not perfectly cleansed and 
cared for, with the nails beautifully manicured. 


IRLS who are well tanned by the sun should choose the 
large colored semi-precious stones. Onyx, jade, topaz, 
carnelian, matrix and the like are more suitable than diamonds 
for the athletic girl’s hand. Well-kept brown hands are 
becoming to the sports type. The engagement diamond for 
this sort of girl, I think, is always better when it is simply 
cut and set off by tiny facets of colored stones, like sap- 
phires or emeralds. 

I don’t care much for earrings in the country for sports 
wear. Nor do I like to see a sports girl with more than 
one or two rings. Jewelry becomes too commonplace if it is 
worn all the time. Sentimental things, if they are really 
becoming, seem in time to fade into personality. But the 
more faddish things don’t. Jewelry is but one of the many 
little things that go toward making beauty complete. 

Flowers can be worn so badly that they make a graceful 
girl look clumsy. 
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Fashions Shift But the Habits of Beauty 


Remain Forever. 


So Why not Give Yourself the Gift of Charm for Christmas? 


The short, stout girl has to be particularly careful not to 
wear her corsage too high, or it will give a thick effect to 
the neck and shoulders. 

On a tailored suit, the flower should be neat and flat and 
not worn too high up on the lapel. 

For evening, or on frocks, drooping floral arrangements, 
low on the hips are better for the well-built girl. 

The tall, angular girl can wear round bunches of blossoms 
to best advantage, and if she is very thin, she may place 
them nearer her shoulder. 

The big-boned girl can wear a larger corsage, but she 
should keep it low. She has to keep her neckline softly be- 
coming, and she can not do it with flowers, as the thin 
girl can. 

Chokers and necklaces, too, come within the scope of 
fashion and are important in their effect on the features 
and appearance of poise. In general, if you have a very short 
neck, a little thicker than it should be, don’t hide it too much. 
Wear longer chains that make a deep V in the bodice. If 
you have a long thin neck you can wear a choker of round 
heavy beads to disguise the appearance of thinness and 
height of the neck. Chokers are very smart this winter. 


HE way a girl collects her 

little things of loveliness is 
significant, especially since the 
day of the ensemble. Not many 
years ago the only complete 
outfit from head to foot was 
the riding habit. 

Then other carefully planned 
costumes—with color, line and 
material harmonious — were 
adopted by smart women. An 
outfit really became an outfit. 
Finally, realizing that lovely 
clothes could be entirely over- 
shadowed by the wrong kind 
of hat, shoes or gloves, the en- 
semble idea included these im- 
portant things. 

It is only recently that the 
ensemble has included such 
significant things as perfume, 
make-up, style of dressing the 
hair, and jewelry. But you 
won't find most shops selling 
the proper cosmetics with frocks 
and suits—these you have to 
select for yourself. 

For that reason, I think, the 
things a girl finds necessary for 
her dressing table are most im- 
portant. Travel, home, busi- 
ness, sports—all demand slight- 
ly different types of grooming. 
And, of course, special occa- 
sions such as very dressy par- 
ties must have their special and elaborate preparations. 

Many girls have an overbalanced cosmetic supply. Some 
girls go in heavily for perfume and neglect other exquisite 
touches to the ensemble. They may, for instance, spend a 
day shopping for the right perfumes and snatch the first 
lipstick they come across. Others are fussy about rouge, for 
example, and use amy perfume at amy time. 

Some girls spend most of their money and time on their 
faces and let a fortnightly visit to the hairdresser suffice for 
their hair. Haven't we all noticed girls with petal-smooth 
complexions, sparkling eyes and pearly teeth who don’t ever 
seem to get around to caring for their hands? 

Carelessness is a kind of bad taste. One of the most com- 
mon faults in planning a costume ensemble is to spend time 
on the clothes and hat, and buy your shoes and gloves casu- 
ally. Often, too, after shoes are bought some girls fail to 


A envelope, please. 


pay the slightest attention to keeping them polished and clean. 
Or to keeping gloves as spotless and dainty as the hands 
inside them. 

Many smart women who can afford only a small wardrobe— 
a few dresses and one suit a year—and who wear a hat sev- 
eral seasons, make gloves and shoes their one extravagance. 
Curiously enough they always seem to look beautifully turned 
out. 


UT to go back to the dressing table! Let’s take stock 

of the things that should be there, minimum require- 
ments for a perfect appearance at all times. The list of 
things that the young girl needs is not so large; and it is 
not so unbearably expensive if the stock is kept constantly 
replenished. 

She needs face powder, cream rouge, compact rouge, pow- 
der and lipstick. I’m taking for granted that she chooses the 
right rouge for her type of coloring, for it is very easy to find 
most rouge in many variations, or made to blend so that it 
but heightens the natural glow. 

She needs perfume—purse vial and dressing table size. 
Most girls will want more than one perfume. One’s favorite 

scent will grow tiresome 

if used all the time. 
Every girl should have 
Next month—by re- a complete manicuring 
quest—Miss Lee will set for her dressing table, 
write on “Make-up” and really should have a 
foe smaller set for traveling. 
Cleansing or cold cream 
brunettes and in- is necessary, and, if the 
betweens. The perfect skin is oily, a mild as- 
powder, rouge and lip- tringent—if the skin is 
stick for your type plus dry, a richer nourishing 
the knowledge of how cream. A freshening lo- 
to apply them. In the tion is essential for re- 
January Smart Set, on 


moving the traces of 
the ‘stands December cream that the cleansing 
fifth. 


tissues may have missed. 

: Cleansing tissues are prac- 

In the meantime, tically indispensable now- 

write Miss Lee for per- adays and certainly an 

sonal advice. She will improvement on _ cloths 

be glad to send you a or towels for removing 
booklet on how to re- 
duce or a personal let- 


cream. 
A liquid powder is use- 
ter on any other beauty 
problem. Send a 


ful, particularly for eve- 
ning and for hiding oc- 
stamped, self-addressed 
Ad- 


casional blemishes. The 

very young girl should use 
---dress Miss Lee, Smart 
Set, 221 West 57th St., 


vanishing or foundation 
cream only if it is needed 
New York City, N. Y. 


—and then be sure to use 
the right type for her par- 
ticular skin. Eye make- 
up is optional, but aw- 
fully nice to have for 
special occasions. Many 
clever girls, however, use it regularly for day and evening. 

A good hair brush—not harshly stiff, but with long firm 
bristles—is absolutely required. A comb should have fairly 
long, rather widely-spaced teeth that don’t pull the hair. These 
should be washed frequently. 

Speaking of brushes, we may as well talk about the things 
that should be in the bathroom. A hand brush or two, and 
two or three tooth brushes should be there. Tooth paste or 
tooth powder and mouth wash go without saying. A toilet 
soap that is pure and mild and agrees with skin. Some lovely 
bath preparations, too. If necessary there should be a good 
superfluous hair remover. Girls with little superfluous hair 
find a razor satisfactory for this purpose. 

In making a Christmas list it is a very good thing to keep 
the empty spots on the dressing table—and in the bathroom— 
in mind. [Continued on page 111] 
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hat Our Grrl 


The Typical American Gul 


Two heady ideas, 
both right. The hat 
on the left is of green 
felt, long in back 
and short in front. 
The beige felt, right, 
is just the opposite. 
Either’s a good buy 


Black lace for delicacy, velvet ribbons for contrast, 
princess lines for flattery, and a little bolero to make 
it practical for afternoon or evening. This is the gown 
designed by Louise Selby for the Typical American Girl 
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the French Designers and 


DNA PETERS, the Typical American Girl, came to 
Paris and we bought that evening gown. In faci it 
was especially created for Miss Peters because she 
is the Typical American Girl, and symbolized, in the 
minds of the designers, each one of you. And she wore it 
last night at a gala dinner given in her honor at the Hotel 
Carlton at Vichy, that oldest and most conservative—and in 
consequence—smartest of the “cures” of France. 

I wish you might have been with me as I sat there, for the 
honors which Miss Peters accepted were given to you all, she 
was the person who typified the hundreds of thousands of 
American girls, not only to her host, but also to the city and 
to France. 

But I want to tell you about Miss Peter’s first Paris frock. 
Of all the Maisons de Haute Couture, we selected the one 
which has as its director, an American woman. Louise Selby 
has lived for years in Paris, she has been connected with 
Paris dressmaking houses for years, that she might learn all 
that the French have to teach us in design, creation and exe- 
cution of typical Paris clothes. And at heart she remains 
American. Who could bet- 


¢ ter typify Parisian chic 


for Americans? 
The black lace frock, 
which had its début at 


» 


A gay deceiver is this suit that 
doubles in skirts. When its 
brown broadcloth skirt is 
worn to match the brown 
broadcloth coat, beige - fox 
trimmed, it is a day time 
suit. But substitute a velvet 
skirt, and .with the velvet 
blouse the suit becomes the 
dressiest of formal ensembles 


ERVICE 
é 
~ 


Bought in 


Aroused the Enthusiasm of 


Gave Them a New Line 


the Carlton, is called ‘Princesse’ —for Louise Selby feels that 
every American girl is a princess. Miss Fitzwater has drawn 
it for us so you can picture it clearly. The skirt is long, 
very close to the ankles in front and quite full at the sides 
and back. It is trimmed with four rows of the narrowest 
of velvet ribbon. 

The ends of the four velvet bows at the waistline extend 
to the back of the hips where they stream to the bottom ot 
the frock. 

The décolleté is rather a deep U, but because this is the 
frock for the Typical American Girl, Miss Selby made with it 
a tiny jacket with long sleeves, bolero length all around and 
fastened with the same velvet that trims the dress and fin- 
ishes the neck of the coat, so that it makes just as smart 
an afternoon or dinner dress. 

The Carlton has a great open air dancing floor, 
surrounded on four sides by the hotel itself. 
Each window has flower boxes brimming with 
rose colored geraniums. Then add fairy lights, 
shrubbery, trees and flowers, and you can pic- 
ture the setting in which I saw the other party 
clothes which I want to describe to you—for 
who does not need and want to think of “good 
time” dresses and accessories when December 
and the Christmas [Continued on page 117] 


**LittleLord Faunt- 
leroy”’ a purple vel- 
vet dress with a 
tight basque de- 
murely buttoned, 
an ecru lace collar, 
full skirt and tiny 
belt. It has a de- 
mure sauciness 
ideal for afternoon 
wear. Louise Selby 
designed it 


Worth’s white panne vel- 
vet party gown, a perfect 
frock for the girl who 
must make one dress 
serve many dates. Its 
princess lines and ‘“‘V”’ 
shaped bodies make it 
very chic and becoming 
to most young figures 


By 
DORA 
LOUES 
MILLER 


Sketches by 
FANNY FERN 
FITZWATER 


Nicole Groult made this 
black taffeta with floun- 
ces, neck and armholes 
edged with black crepe 
and a huge beige flower 
as its only color note. A 
gown simply slick for 
several seasons to come! 


A girl simply must have 
a matching hat and 
searf this winter. Here 
scarf and hat band are 
exactly the same, of 
black and yellow crepe 
de Chine, similarly tied 
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HELEN HATHAWAY Says 


You’re in a Goldfish Bowl When You Dine 
So Mind Your 


Place .. 


in a Public 


Restaurant 


Manners 


severe than the street dress, especially if 
there is dancing during or after the meal. 
An afternoon frock with sleeves and a 
hat is quite suitable at dinner, though if 
it is a real party and the men are “‘dress- 
ing” she wears a dinner dress—that is 
really a simple evening dress, sleeveless, 
thus worn without a hat. It is only at 
the formal restaurant dinner or the after 
theater supper that she wears a formal 
evening gown. 


HAT girl is not thrilled in spite of MART Therefore, looking her smartest, whatever the 
herself on entering a fashionable res- ET’S time of day, she enters the restaurant at the nod 
taurant with its general air of luxury ERVICE of the doorman, and in advance of her escort. 
and gaiety—the soft lights, the music, ECTION In the foyer she waits a moment while the man 


the flowers, the perfect appointments, the people, 
so well dressed, so attractive, din- 

ing at the various tables with an 

air of luxurious elegance! 

Yes, she is thrilled but she may 
be frightened, too. The excited 
pleasure she feels at first glimpse 
of it all, may be instantly dispelled 
by an overwhelming self conscious- 
ness, a painful embarrassment that 
is akin to fear. 

“Do I look all right?” she asks 
herself. ‘Will I know what to do?” 

It is the same bewilderment she 
felt the first day she entered high 
school, took her first job, or went 
to her first big dance—that awful 
feeling that every one in the room 
is watching her, and is conscious 
of her inexperience and shyness. 

And what should she do as she 
finds herself overpowered by this 
unaccustomed elegance? 

Hold her head high, assume an 
air of ease—even if she does not 
feel it—watch what other people 
are doing, and know in her heart 
of hearts that even the most sophis- 
ticated woman in the room once 
felt just as timid as she does. 

Ease in public places is a mat- 
ter of experience. Even the dow- 
ager and the blasé debutante had to 
cultivate it. It is only a matter of 
dining out again and again, of 
familiarizing oneself with a few 
simple conventions—rules of restaurant 
intelligent girl can learn. 

What are these rules, the knowledge of which help give her 
poise, and make her feel at home in the Ritz of New York, 
London or Paris? 

First of all, as to the clothes she wears. Of course her cos- 
tume must be the very srhartest that she owns. Never is she 
so much on parade as when she follows the head waiter to her 
table in a fashionable restaurant 

Nowadays smart women breakfast, lunch and tea in smart 
street clothes that achieve their chic by simplicity rather than 
fussiness. In fact even at dinner one sees at least half the 
women in street clothes however fashionable the place may be 

Many women, however, prefer to dine in something less 


dishes aside. 


removed. 


street. 


the table. 


etiquette that any 
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DO'S and DON'TS for 


Restaurants 


Don’t slouch at a restaurant table. 
posture gives an impression of poise. 

Don’t cross your legs or wrap your feet 
around the rungs of the chair. 
hides far less than you fancy. 

Don’t try to help the waiter with the service 
by crumbing the table or shoving the 


Let the man do the ordering. 
an extra spoon or more butter, tell your 
host and let him tell the waiter. 

If you drop your napkin or a piece of silver, 
don’t pick it up yeurself. Let the waiter 
bring you another one. 

Don’t wipe off the silver with your napkin. 
If it isn’t clean enough to use, it should be 


On leaving the table, don’t fold your napkin 
or replace your chair. 

Don’t remove your hat in a public restaurant 
any more than you would remove it in the 


Don’t bring your complexion up to date at or 
Remember a restaurant is a 
public place, not a private boudoir. 


checks his hat and coat, and together they enter 
the dining room. Here they pause 
until the head waiter comes for- 
ward to give them the cue, which 
courteous, “Good evening. 
Table for two, Sir?” 

His grand manner cannot help 
but impress you. He is indeed a 
personage, your official host for 
the evening. Therefore don’t fail 
to acknowledge his greeting with 
equal courtesy. Attention and 
recognition from him is_ subtle 
flattery for which many people are 
willing to pay with magnificent 
tips. 

If you have a preference for a 
particular table your escort should 
state it, “Against the wall, please,” 
or “Near the window.” 

The waiter’s aim is to please 
you, but if you can’t have the 
location you want, don’t make a 
fuss about it. Accept the best he 
can give you with good grace. Like 
the theater usher, he leads the way; 
next comes the girl; last the man. 

The waiter pulls back the chair 
for the girl, alert to choose the 
preferable one, facing the diners 
the dancers. The man seats 
himself opposite. 

If it is a large party the host or 
hostess follows the head waiter, and 
indicates the seats for the other 
guests 

If there is no head waiter, the man goes to find a table and 
draws out the chair for the lady. 

The girl with the assistance either of the waiter or her es- 
cort removes her wraps after she is seated. Her purse and 
gloves remain in her lap. Remember that nothing belongs on 
the table except the food and the dishes. Parcels, books or 
furs are either checked outside or placed on an empty chair. 

And now what to order? The answer is, whatever you 
want to eat. There are no so-called fashionable or unfashion- 
able foods. Vegetable plate nowadays is as smart as lobster 
salad. In fact it is even more the vogue now that society 
counts calories and vitamines. Where at midnight supper one 
once ordered chicken a la king or welsh rarebit, now it is the 
style to order scrambled eggs or [Continued on page 95] 


Good 


The table 


If you need 


= 


Buying 


HEN the crisp fall days 
are rushing on toward 
winter, and when the 
shops are full of fasci- 
nating things, then it is time to think 
of Christmas. This year, instead of 
suggesting frills and furbelows for per- 
sonal adornment, I thought it would 
be much more fun to discuss Christ- 
mas gifts for your own room. 
Sometimes the Christmas stocking 
holds a check that is just right for the 
new bookcase, or even a chair. Some- 
times there are friends or family who 
wish to give you what you really want 
most, and that is your opportunity to 
add to the comfort and charm of your room. 
Or it may be that there is a sister or a best 
friend who would like something special for 
her own room. 


S I have been shopping around looking for 
just the right things for you it has im- 
pressed me that never have there been so 
many things just meant for a girl’s room, 
whether it is a tiny one or a large one, a part 
of a house or a one-room apartment. 

The first thing that seemed to me exactly 
right is this charming bookcase shown below. 
It can fit into such a little bit of wall space, 
for it’s not too high, and it’s not too wide. It 

is nicely propor- 
tioned and its sim- 
plicity is partic- 


Christmas 


Crystal bottles for the dressing 
table. They stand upon a blue, green 
or crystal tray. The bottles and 
the tray are very modern in design 
Courtesy of R. H. Macey § Co. 


OUR room deserves a 

present. For isn't 
your room a good friend? 
Suggestions for such a 
present—for your room or 
the room of some one else! 
—may be had by writing 
to Ethel Lewis, in care of 
Smart Set, and enclesing 
a stamped, self-addressed 
envelope. Don’t forget that 
she gives advice on all mat- 
ters of home decoration. 


Gifts for 


r Own Room 


BY ETHEL LEWIS 


a real bookcase like this one perhaps 
you can use a little hanging shelf. Be 
careful, though, that it is not too heavy 
or cumbersome and yet large enough 
to serve a real purpose. 

Then there are always book-ends, 
and this year the supply of really good 
ones seems more varied than ever. 
Books add so much to the livable 
quality of any room that you must 
make a place for them somewhere. 

What to put on the dresser or dress- 
ing table is another constantly recurr- 
ing question. So I hunted out a good 
vanity box for you—the one to the 
right which you can see both open and 

closed. It is charming, colorful, and you will 
find it deep enough to hold boxes of powder 
and jars of cold cream. 


F YOU have a real bedroom and a real 
dressing table you will be especially inter- 
ested in the perfume bottles at the top of the 
page. There is a smart little mirror tray, blue 
or green or crystal, with a bold design etched 
on it. Reflected in its bright surface are three 
different bottles, all quite up to the minute in 
shape and design, and as intriguing as any- 
thing I have seen in many a day. If you want 
but one bottle, then perhaps you will need a 
powder box to 
match — just 
the two pieces 
on the glass 


John Adams 


Davis 


This lamp has a cream 
colored background 
with rose figures blend- 
ing into its luster. The 


shade is rose-tinted 
Courtesy of James McCreery 
Co. 


ularly pleasing. An easy 
chair, a good reading 
light, and a bookcase 
close by from which you 
can select the story that 
fits the mood of the mo- 
ment—that is real com- 
fort. This little book- 
case holds not only books 
you see, for on the top 
shelf there is a pet ele- 
phant, and one of the 
new porcelain ciga- 
rette boxes is within 
easy reach on another 

shelf. 
If you don’t want 


ECTION 


tray. Either way 
they are unusual. 

Have you ever 
thought of giving 
the bed a present? 
Possibly it needs a 
fluffy new blanket 
or a pair of colored 
sheets or a _ soft 
down puff for add- 
ed warmth. Or per- 
haps it needs dress- 
ing up by day with 
a colorful bed- 
spread. 

Here is one of 
the newest spreads, 
a dainty pattern 
that is suited to 
many® types of 
room, and colors 
that harmonize 
with almost any 
color scheme. This 

[Con. on page 91] 


John Adams 


Davis 
A quaint make-up box 
that has a mirror inside 
the cover. It is big enough 
to hold the necessary 
rouge and powder jars 
Courtesy of James MecCreery § Co. 


Richard Averill Smith 
A rayon spread is always in good 
taste. This one comes in gold, 
rose, green, orchid or blue 
Courtesy of Stevens Spread Co. 


A bookcase, in either Of Florentine leather is this 
walnut or mahogany. charming portfolio. It has 
This will fit, nicely, into pockets large enough to hold the 


the odd, empty corner necessary letters and stationery 
Courtesy of R. H. Macy § Co. Courtesy of R. H. Macy ¢ Co. 
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VER the bed hung a text illuminated with a good 
lot of gold about it. “Thou God Seest me,” was 


the wording, and beneath :t a large blue eye looked 
through some lilies 

The wall paper was pink roses knotted in rather meaning- 
less fashion with streamers of blue ribbon. The dressing table 
wore a mauve muslin petticoat tied up at the corners with 
mauve satin bows. The bed had muslin curtains and a valance, 
also with bows. The dressing table cover was worked in a 
design of thistles and shamrocks. The pin-cushion had a motto 
embroidered upon it with colored pins, but you could not read 
what it was any more, because some of the pins had been used 

Fanny Childers knew there was not another bedroom in all 
England quite as charming, or in such good taste as hers. The 
lace draped window looked out across the rectory lawn towards 
the church. It got a nice view of the tombstones. 

‘In the midst of life we are in death,” said Fanny piously, 
and helped herself to a caramel. That was when she was 
very young. About seventeen. 

She was very serious minded. At 
about the world and its wickednesses, 


seventeen she knew all 
for she had read Thomas 


OMEN 


a Kempis and St. Anthony, also as much of Horace as she 


could bear. She had in her head a complete plan of life as 
it ought to be lived and she did her best to stick to her plan. 
She even wrote it down on paper: 10 a.m., clean church 
brasses; 10:30, practice organ; 12, weed garden. 

She was convinced that God was very put out if she was as 
much as five minutes late with any of her programme and she 
used to pray very conscientiously about all her sins and short- 
comings, and also for the poor heathen in darkest Africa in 
whom she took a warm interest, having, at about fifteen, heard 
a call to the mission field. 

As she was the rector’s only daughter, her parents did not 
encourage this missionary idea. She was her mother’s right 
hand. Such a bright way she had with the sewing party. So 
sensibly did she address the mother’s meeting, though herself 
not yet a mother. Her pretty laughter and light footsteps 
kept them alive in Little Charlesford, where the only other 
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Fanny, clutching David 
tightly in her arms, gave a 
little gasp of surprise. What 
was Alison doing here, 
she wondered, and where 
had her clothes come from? 


young things were the calves and lambs, and 
the postman who rode over from Chelmsford 
with the letters once a day. 

The Reverend Francis Bollard, decrepit and 
bent, had been curate at Little Charlesford for 
forty years, and he hung on nobly in hopes 

of one day becoming rector. But as misfortune would have 
it, he died himself long before Fanny’s father ever con- 
templated such a thing. So was Mr. Bollard baulked of the 
only ambition he had ever had. 

To the vacant curacy was appointed Mr. Robert MacMorri- 
son, but newly ordained a priest. He was a young man, fair 
and with blue eyes that usually had rather a sad expression, 
although there was no reason why he should look sad, having 
been well fed, cared for, and educated since his earliest youth. 
Very clean and fresh, he looked and he preached sermons not 
a soul in the parish took exception to. 


] Spaoaed saw in him Sir Galahad, the perfect knight above 
reproach. He fell in love with her with the utmost prompti- 
tude. What else could be expected, in Little Charlesford, 
where besides herself the only young things were the calves 
and lambs, and the Postman who rode over from Chelmsford. 


DoroTHY BLACK 


Illustrations by ADDISON BURBANK 


Fanny’s father and mother were 
only too delighted, as they con- 
templated all around them the 
daughters of other rectories and 
vicarages, withering upon their 

virgin stems. Besides, what could be a more charming ar- 
rangement? Fanny and her husband need move no further off 
than the curate’s cottage, lately inhabited by Mr. Bollard, 
down the lane. Fanny could have all her girlhood treasures 
around her. The charming bedroom suite and the texts could 
go on a hand cart. The rector would keep his only daughter 
until the end. 

It all sounded most pleasing. Only, unfortunately, no sooner 
were they married than the Reverend Robert MacMorrison 
got a call to the mission field. He handed in his resignation 
to the curacy of Little Charlesford, and departed, taking Fanny 
with him, not to darkest Africa as she had hoped, but to hot- 
test India. 

It did not turn out very like she had expected. They stewed 
quietly in the plains of Jubblepore, ministering to the unwill- 
ing souls of the Berkshire Regiment who were supposed to 
have been converted long since. With the poor black heathen 
of Fanny’s girlish prayers they hardly came in touch at all. 

Fanny had a baby in February. 


OMETIMES, when Robert felt the heat, and was more dis- 

illusioned than usual at the emptiness of his church, and 
the callousness of the soldiery, who, he suspected, made 
limericks about him, he would grumble at Fanny. 

“Whatever induced you to push me into this. We were far 
better off in Little Charlesford.” 

She had to remind him sternly, then, of the sacredness of 
his vocation. 

He was always her ideal of what a husband should be. She 
never let him waver for one minute, and if at times he looked 
like falling short of her ideals, she always had an admirable 
excuse ready for him. 

In April the following year, she had another baby. 

After that they went home on leave to Little Charlesford. 
Fanny was now able to address the mother’s meeting with 
real enthusiasm and insight. 

Darkest Africa was still the goal of her ambition, so it came 
as a sad blow when they were stationed, next, in Ceylon. Here 
again, the poor heathen seemed to be extremely scarce, and 
their charge was once more white souls. White souls who 
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seemed to have unlimited time for riding, for dancing and 
amusing themselves, but never a spare moment to come to 
church and hear Robert preach 

Fanny left her first born behind with Mrs. Childers and the 
rector, and only brought the last infant out again, as she was 
expecting another in June. Because of this, Robert persuaded 
her to take out a nursery help. So Fanny found a nice, tidy, 
quiet spoken girl who was willing to go out with them. It all 
sounded most ideal 

But once they got East of Suez the nice quiet speken girl 
came out wonderfully, and was more trouble than she was 
worth. She had only one idea 
in her head, and that to marry 
i gentleman, towards the ac- 
complishment of which she 
was prepared to go to all 
lengths. Though it was smart 
to have an English nurse in 
Colombo, Fanny found her 
more trouble than she was 
worth. She was always want- 
ing to go out and she did not 
care in the least what became 
of the young MacMorrisons, 
although, when Fanny had in- 
terviewed her in Ealing, she 
vowed she was fond of chil- 
dren 

Fanny did not want to be 
hard on her. She knew what 
youth was, having recently ex- 
perienced it herself, but this 
girl showed no leanings to the 
industry and orderliness that 
had characterized Fanny's girl- 
hood. “Indeed,” said Fanny to Robert more than once, “with 
her tendencies and leanings, I often wonder where she will end.” 

She did not think there was the least chance of a gentle- 
man wanting to marry Alison, who, though quite nice look- 
ing, lacked education and was quite devoid of humor. Some- 
times Fanny read her little pointed lectures, about the danger 
of having ideas out of your station, and how much happier 
we all are, if we make the best of our own little corner of life. 

Alison would look at her like a cow, and say nothing, and 
go on bathing the baby in a slovenly fashion. 

But they did not want to be unkind to her. 

“I feel we ought to let her come down to dinner,” Fanny 
said, ‘just occasionally when there are people there. To give 
her a chance to make friends.” 

Robert did not care. He found her harmless, but dull: 
Down she came to dinner once a week. But no one seemed 
to take any notice of her, nor did she make any friends of her 
own, even though she wore the most ambitious dresses. All 
spangles and what-nots. No one ever asked the little nursery 
help out when they gave a party, as Mrs. MacMorrison had 
hoped they might, but feared they wouldn't. 

It was really rather pitiful. But then, as Fanny said to 
her husband, “The little thing should not be so idiotically 
ambitious. She could have had quite a nice young man on the 
boat. You remember that good looking young steward, with 
the beautiful eyes. She did nothing but snub him. She’s too 
big for the men who would look at her, and the men she 
fancies are too big for her.” 

Yes, it was pitiful 


When The 
PARROT 
TALKED 


use no judgment at all. 


of love. 


oy THINGS went on, until one morning Alison dropped 


the youngest MacMorrison from his pram. No harm was 
done but a great deal might have been. The Christian spirit 
had reached breaking point. 

Fanny said, “She must go. She isn’t to be trusted with 
the children, dear. Just because Jacob Duvesant happens to 
be riding past, she is so busy staring after him, that she upsets 
the pram into a nullah. Children have been injured for life 
by that sort of thing.” 

That was the sort of a girl she was. A good leg in a boot, 
and she just went to pieces. And Jacob had a good leg though 
he was not much to look at otherwise. He was the richest 
bachelor in Ceylon, and had been the catch of many seasons. 
Mothers had brought their daughters all the way from England 
to have Jacob’s eye cast upon them. 
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OME parrots say the sort of things that 

no nice girl should hear. 
But “The Parrot 
that Talked in its Sleep’”’ knew the language 
Read Georgia Maxwell's story 
in the January issue of SMART SET. 


But still he remained a bachelor. There was something 
pathetic about this little nursery help, trying to hitch her 
wagon to a matrimonial star. 

When Alison got her notice she burst into tears. 

“Oh, don’t send me away before the fourteenth, Mrs. Mac- 
Morrison. Please don’t. For the Bishop and Mrs. Tindal have 
asked me to dine there. Quite a party, and I was looking for- 
ward to it so much. And goodness knows it may be the last 
party I'll ever get.” 

The Wiltonshire sailed on the fifteenth, and it made no dif- 
ference to the MacMorrisons when she went. So Fanny 
agreed to let her stay until then, though 
she wasn’t sure, when she heard from the 
Bishop’s chaplain who the party was to 
be, that she hadn't made a mistake. 
Alison only wanted to go there to meet 
Jacob Duvesant. 

It would be hopeless her falling in love 
with him. Merely more heartache. 
Though he was fat, and very plain, peo- 
ple said he had charm of manner that 
made you forget his looks, and he was 
only brother to a baronet. Not at all 
the sort of man to take up with a little 
nursery help. The presumption of the 
girl! 

In any case he was a confirmed 
bachelor with a grand past behina him. 
It was whispered that he had been pretty 
wild in his day, and that even now there 
were times when he and his friends fore- 
gathered in the big luxurious bungalow 
where he lived in the Cinnamon Gardens, 
and that furniture got broken in a man- 
ner unusual in a gentleman’s house. Not 
just an old chair here and there, but whole sideboards and 
complete dining-room tables smashed to match-wood. 

However, she assured herself no harm could be done by 
Alison meeting him like that, at the last minute, when she was 
off next day. The utmost presumption could not get her far 
at a time like that. Poor little nursery help, who was set upon 
becoming a lady! 


Some parrots 


ANNY never heard what passed at the dinner. It went 

off apparently quite uneventfully, and the following day 
Alison left for England. She left on the Wiltonshire. Fanny 
saw her off, all her sad trunks labeled “Parker—Ealing.” She 
hoped this would be a lesson to the girl and make her more 
sober minded and efficient. She had thrown away the chance 
of a good home and more amusement than she would ever get 
in England. Alone with her in the cabin, Fanny gave her 
a little lecture. 

“We are always happiest when we make the best of the 
life we are called to, Alison, instead of straining after some- 
thing else.”’ 

Alison could only sob, “Oh, dear. Oh, 
dear! Oh, dear!” 

“You know yourself, Alison, that you have not been trust- 
worthy. Not had your heart in your work. You have been 
imagining vain things and vanities, Alison, turn to dust in 
our hands. Always. Always.” 

Alison continued to sob quietly. The last thing she had 
intended to do was to be sent back to Ealing where her mother 
would be anything but glad to see her. She had secretly 
dubbed the MacMorrisons a pair of softies she could. do any- 
thing she liked with. She had never imagined they'd have 
the spirit to sack her. Given a bit more time, she might have 
got herself settled. But now they were sending her off. Just 
as she had got to know Mr. Duvesant, and he had been so 
polite to her. 

She thought, “If I was married, and lucky, like some folks, 
I would want to help other girls have a good time. Not stand 
in their way all I knew.” 

The thought fermented in her mind, and was responsible 
for her parting shot to Fanny. The only time Alison ever 
answered back. For as Fanny left the cabin, Alison called 
something after her. 

“What did you say?” Fanny poked her head round the door. 

“What—what—you forget—” said Alison through her sobs, 
“is that He often puts down the mighty from their se-seats, 


I don’t want to go. 
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and ex-halts the hum-humble and the me-meek.”’ 

It surprised Fanny very much. 

“TI always knew the little thing had her faults, but I never 
imagined she would be cheeky,” she said to Robert that night. 

After that they forgot Alison, who never sent them the 
promised post card announcing her safe arrival. The follow- 
ing year they went home on leave themselves, taking the 
babies home single handed. It was just before they sailed 
that the news reached Fanny via the Bishop’s chaplain. 

“Heard about Jacob Duvesant? He’s married. Yes, honest. 
His friends had a telegram saying ‘Departure from England 
postponed stop married this morning.’ They had it repeated. 
Thought it must mean Jacob was dead, and ought to read 


Fanny, hesitating in the moon-lit 
passageway. discovered the _ sturdy, 
broad-shouldered figure of Mr. Gordon 
—and discovered, also, that he was not 
alone. Fanny didn’t know wheth- 
er she should advance or _ retreat 


‘Buried this morning.’ The repeat came and it’s true enough. 
To a Miss Parker. Quite young, I believe.” 

Fanny felt jarred for a moment. But, of course, it couldn’t 
be her Miss Parker. Such a thing never for one minute 
entered even the Bishop’s chaplain’s mind. Jacob wasn’t that 
sort. Parker was a common name. Every street in England 
has its Parker. Of course it wasn’t Alison. 


HEY sailed for home, but it was a curious thing the way 
Jacob Duvesant and his Miss Parker haunted Fanny. Al! 
the way to England she kept thinking about them, and the 
splendid sort of honeymoon Jacob could afford to give his 
bride and the clothes and the jewels [Continued on page 114] 
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ARCELINE D’ALROY might be called 


an international authority on charm. 
She has lectured on the subject from the 
stages, platforms and business offices of nearly 
every great city in this country and Europe. 
She has been style adviser to department 
stores and commercial houses—she has made 
vaudeville appearances and lecture tours—and 
her terse sentences have been widely syndi- 
cated. And—as you see from her photograph 
—she has obeyed her own commandments! 


HOU SHALT LOVE EVERYTHING that is 

beautiful, including thyself, and thou must love 

everybody a little, some maybe very little; many 

moderately; a few greatly, and finally one man com- 
pletely; for without the capacity to love no girl can ever 
hope to have anything but the merest smattering of charm. 
And thou shalt be especially kind to those who are at the 
beginning and at the end of life. Babies and little children, 
the aged, the suffering and the feeble shall all be a medium 
through which thou shalt express thy tenderness. For with- 
out tenderness a woman is like a flower without perfume, a 
bird without song, a night without stars. 


HOU SHALT SPEAK LOW but clearly and dis- 
tinctly. There is no charm in loud voices, and nothing 
beautiful was ever yet shouted. 


HOU SHALT LISTEN INTELLIGENTLY for to 
listen, though hard, is one way of becoming irresistible. 
It is better to listen and learn from a clever man than to 
talk and try to teach a boy of no account. It is better to be 


considered “charming” by a superior than a “charmer” by 
one’s inferiors. 
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HARM 


By 


MARCELINE D’ALROY 


HOU SHALT DRESS WELL but to charm by dress 

thou must appear simple. It is better to look simple 
and be smart than to look smart and be simple. Know thy- 
self: thy face and form. And above all, take care of thine 
extremities, thine hat, thine shoes, thine gloves, for it is by 
those, far more than by the coat or dress, that thou art judged. 


HOU SHALT BE PERFECTLY GROOMED for a 

homely girl with glossy hair, clever make-up, soft, white 
cared-for hands and dazzling teeth is infinitely more charm- 
ing than the prettiest girl with a crude make-up, dandruff on 
her shoulder, a run in her stocking or a hole in her glove 
To charm one must be spotless and shining always and all ways. 


HOU SHALT NOT BE AWKWARD in gesture. pos- 

ture, speech or manner, for awkwardness is the opposite 
of grace. Watch thyself. How thou sittest and standest, for 
if thou art all elbows and joints, all angles and points thou 
canst not be charming. Bodies that move beautifully move 
not in jerks, but in rhythms. Grace of body charms the eye 
often more potently than a pretty face. 


HOU SHALT NOT BE SELFISH and be called 

charming. Any man or woman who would charm must 
possess tact. Tact is adroitness in speech and behaviour. 
Clever people are all tactful; only the stupid and the super- 
beautiful are persistently selfish. The ability to give and 
take charms men and women alike. And a smart girl realizes 
that she needs both on the journey through life. 


HOU SHALT NOT PAINT thy face like a poster 

advertisement. A little painted girl may be charming, 
but a much painted woman is often a painful sight. Delicacy 
is Charm. A little make-up attracts. A little perfume in- 
trigues. A large wave in the hair is more charming, because 
more natural than a tight, small wave. And the knees of a 
clever girl are her own secret! 


HOU SHALT NOT USE SLANG for slang is an 

abomination on a woman’s lips. It is the trade mark of 
those who do not or cannot think of gracious or suitable words 
with which to express their thoughts. It is the mark of the 
ignorant and the lazy: and above all it makes poor conver- 
sation. Slang is odious and should be put by the smart girl, 
once and for all, in the ash-can where belong the useless 
things we throw away, the rubbish, the outworn. 


HOU SHALT NOT WORRY—tuss, fume, fret or 
fidget, for all these are fatal to charm. Have confi- 
dence in thyself, in others, in life. Think—and then act. 
There is more charm in a self-reliant girl these days than in 
a clinging vine. Be your best self all the time. 
Read, study, digest and then ADOPT these ten points 
of charm into your daily life. 


For charm will be yours if . . . you do! 
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élite of dark distinguished beauty 


MRS. 
FRANKLIN MOTT 


GUNTHER 


0s a Leader tn the Diplomatic 
Circles of three Continents 


ONDON, The Hague, Rome, Washington, 
Cairo—have all acclaimed the charm, the 
chic, the dark distinguished beauty of Mrs. 
Franklin Mott Gunther, wife of the well-known 
American diplomat. 

Tall and of regal carriage, Mrs. Gunther has 
the lovely coloring of a Velasquez portrait. Her 
dusky hair is in striking contrast to her wonder- 
ful topaz eyes and the clear pale olive of her 
perfect skin. 

Aristocrat in the true sense, Mrs. Gunther 
comes of a fine old Boston family, the Hunne- 
wells. As a young girl, she went abroad to finish 
her education. 

In Paris, as in America, a beautifully-kept skin 
is the first essential to chic. Mrs. Gunther chose 
the famous Two Creams to keep her own skin 
smooth and clear! 

“T have used Pond’s,” she 


Mrs. Franxurn Morr Guntuer, wife of the distinguished American diplomat, is 
a gracious hostess, whose hospitality has delighted hundreds of travelers abroad, 


says, ‘ever since I was a young 
girl. For Pond’s Creams are ut- 
terly wholesome, and I believe 
the skin should receive simple 
care.’” Now Mrs. Gunther finds 
Pond’s two new products de- 
lightful. ““The Freshener tones 
the skin so gently,” she adds, 
“and the Tissues are the only 
immaculate means of remov- 


ing Cold Cream.” This is the 


Pond’s four famous products used by 
beautiful and distinguished women every- 
where—Cold Cream for cleansing, Cleans- 
ing Tissues to remove cold cream, Skin 
Freshener to banish oiliness and tone, and 
Vanishing Cream for powder base, protec- 
tion, exquisite finish. 


(left) 4 brilliant sportswoman, Mrs. Gunther 
excels at golf. During her residence at The 
Hague she was a familiar figure on the 
links and two years carried off the amateur 
championship honors of Holland. 


complete Pond’s Method of caring for the skin: 

First, for thorough cleansing, apply Pond’s 
Cold Cream over face and neck, several times a 
day, and always after exposure. Pat on generously 
with upward, outward strokes, letting the light, 
pure oils sink deep into the pores and bring the 
dirt to the surface. 

Then with Pond’s Cleansing Tissues, soft, 
ample, absorbent, gently wipe away cream and dirt. 
These new Tissues economize towels and laundry. 

Next, after cleansing dab Pond’s Skin Fresh- 
ener briskly over face and neck. It closes the 
pores, firms, invigorates the skin, leaves it with- 
out a trace of oiliness. 

Last, smooth in a delicate film of Pond’s Van- 
ishing Cream for protection and as a powder 
base. At bedtime thoroughly cleanse your skin with 
Pond’s Cold Cream, removing with Tissues. 


Senp 10¢ For Ponp’s 4 De.icuTruL Preparations 


Ponp’s Extract Company, Dept. Z 


125 Hudson Street 


New York City 


Name——— 


City State 


Copyright, 1929, Pond’s Extract Company 
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“The place I have—Pinecrest, at Bed- 
ford—isn't much farther. It wouldn't do 
I suppose. It is small but I love it.” 

“No,” she said shortly. “It wouldn't. I 
don't fike that country. Put it on the mar- 
ket, Steve. It has a certain quaintness—” 

“But Helen, you never saw it.” 

She reddened. “That’s telling on myself 
isn’t it? But, dear, the truth is I did see it 
long ago. I was weekending in Bedford. 
Oh, before I knew you, Steve,” she gave 
him a glance—but he wasn’t looking at her 
or thinking of what she had said—or—not 
said 

“Marge is crazy about the place,” he ven- 
tured slowly. “Maybe we'd be happier if—” 

“Just as you feel, Steve,” she said. “Don’t 
worry about it now.” 


HAT night he couldn’t sleep. What 

should he do? He could hardly ask a 
sensitive woman to live in another woman’s 
house. Nor could he buy a thirty thou- 
sand dollar house in Greenwich on a ten 
thousand dollar salary. He'd have to ex- 
plain to Helen. She wasn’t practical, but 
she loved him, and when she knew how it 
was— Oh, he would tell her. He'd have to. 
Their marriage mustn't start absolutely 
wrong. He'd seen that deplorable happen- 
ing too many times. He hadn't thought out 
the financial part of it. It had seemed 
enough that he would have her. His salary 
wasn't so bad if they were sensible. Of 
course he'd earn more. Once he was happy 
and at peace with himself, he’d certainly 
earn more 

It wasn’t quite like Helen to be so strong 
for that Greenwich house—to say the fatigue 
of commuting wouldn't hurt him. She 
knew how hard he worked at the office. 
Still she was young—but—why she was 
twenty-nine! 

Marge seemed so much older. That must 
be because of the big family and the hard 
row she'd had of it. In fact he’d given her 
all the playtime she’d known. She had 
been a good little sport in some ways. When 
he bought Pinecrest, how she’d worked to 
make the grubby little place into a home. 
Papering and painting with her own hands. 
She adored the place—loving things more 
than people, it must be. 

She hadn’t cared about losing him. That 
hurt terribly; he'd never forget that. And 
she hadn't cared about the baby. His little 
son! Would that old ache ever stop com- 
ing back? If only the boy had staid, he’d 
never have been at loose ends like this. Not 
free to make a new life either. Anchored. 
Perhaps it is better for a man to have 
definite ties. 

The next morning there was a letter in 
Marge’s square childish writing: 

“Dear Steve, I am all right. Thanks for 
the check. I can use it as I had planned to 
do some things for Christmas. Peggy is 
with me. (That was Marge’s young sister.) 
I've told my family we quarreled, and you 
went away. I'll tell them the truth when 
I see a chance. I want to go to Pinecrest 
on the twenty-fourth, but I'll leave Christ- 
mas night, so you will have time for your 
party 

“When your lawyer makes arrangements 
for me to go to Nevada, can he see about 
the college there? If it won't cost too 
much, I'd like to take a course to help me 
when I get a job. I guess you know what 
I’m best suited for. Marge.” 

“P. S. I’ve packed your things as you 
said. In the steamer trunk are your wool 
and silk things. Please wear them. You 
know what the doctor said if you have 
pneumonia again.” 

Who would have dreamed of Marge being 
like this? No reproaches, no .whining~ no 


Star Rises in 


[Continued from page 21] 


word of promises broken, no berating the 
other woman. Just a simple facing forward. 
Gallant. He remembered suddenly the 
adoration he had had for her once. But the 
man who had been that lover was dead. 

At five-thirty Helen was waiting in her 
roadster to take him to a Long Island road- 
house for dinner. She was lovely in her 
squirrel coat and white angora turban—his 
violets against her cheek. 

“Tired?” he asked as he kissed her. 

“A little, Steve, and worried. I’m sorry 
I teased you about that Greenwich house. 
That is a lot of money. That trip we 
planned to Italy—that will be enough ex- 
pense for our first year. And I’m willing to 
try Pinecrest. See what a good girl I am? 
I don’t like Bedford, but I'll have you. I'll 
fix the place over. Can’t we run up there 
Sunday, and I'll get the layout of the place, 
and can be planning—” 

“But, Helen—not—not this Sunday. You 
see her things are still—” 

“That doesn’t matter. She'll be getting 
out soon. Perhaps there are things you 
should keep. I'd like to see.” 

“But anything that Marge wants—I owe 
her that much.” 

“I don’t see why. It was all your money 
that paid for them. I thought you said 
she wasn’t going to make any trouble.” 


WHAT CHRISTMAS 
MEANS 


By ELIZABETH CHISHOLM 


To Mother: 
A coat of mink, 
I think! 


To Brother: 
A racing car— 
From Pa! 


To Sister: 
A Paris dress, 
I guess— 


To Baby: 
A lot of toys, 
With noise. 


To Grandpa: 
A three-pint flask, 
(Don’t ask!) 
To the Secretaries, Office 
Boys, Clerks, etc. 
This day of days? 
A raise! 
To the Cook, Butler, Ele- 
vator Boys, Postmen, Ice 
Men, Garbage Men, etc. 
To grease the palm’s 
No harm. 


To Dad: 
Peace and goodwill, 
(And such a bill!) 


the East 


“I know, but I’m overlooking that for 
your sake. I'm trying to save you money!” 
He had never heard that note of impatience 
in her voice, before. “I haven't asked you, 
Steve, but shall you have to give her 
alimony ?” 

“Don’t you think I should?” 

“Why should we be punished all our lives, 
because you made a mistake? You say she 
is glad to be free. If there were children 
it would be different. A child always 
makes trouble—” 

Steve’s heart tightened. He had made no 
trouble—little son! 


T DUSK on the twenty-third of Decem- 

ber, Steve got out of the station taxi 

at the gate of his country place. Little 

Pinecrest was snuggling in a blanket of 
snow. 

Jeff Barnes, the neighbor who kept an 
eye on the place in and out of season, was 
shoveling a path through the feathery drift. 

“Well, well, Mr. Bradford. Wasn't look- 
in’ for you. I’d of had the fire goin’. The 
missus sent word she’d be here tomorrer. 
All her Santy boxes has landed, and I took 
‘em down to the church. Guess a lot of 
folks round here’d have a slim Christmas 
if it wasn’t fer that little lady. Set your 
traps down till I finish this step. I'll tote 
‘em in—” 

“All right, Jeff. I can make it. They’re 
empty bags.” 

They stamped off the snow in the little 
hall. 

“I'll tech off this fireplace,” Jeff drew a 
match across his corduroys, “and while it’s 
warmin’ up I'll run down and start the 
furnace. Shall I bring you over a bite?” 

“No thanks, Jeff, I've had my dinner. 
I've a bit of work to do.” <A good fellow 
Jeff—the salt of the earth. 

Steven came back to the fire. The little 
low ceilinged room was in exquisite order. 
It was a veritable treasure house. The 
andirons! That brass kettle and trivet he 
had found in a Litchfield farmhouse! Two 
Chippendale chairs that had graced the home 
of Anthony Wayne! The corner cupboard 
that held the precious Lowestoft china, 
pearly white with its flower medallions, and 
bands of lacquer red and gold! The satiny 
gleam of an old mahogany table! These 
exquisite things were his but it was Marge 
who had put the breath of life into the 
place. Even if she went her small ghost 
would linger. Why not take his books and 
small personal possessions and go away? 
Wicked how old sentiment chains us! 

The coast must be clear when Marge 
came tomorrow night, and brought Peggy 
with her—Peggy whose little sister wor- 
ship had meant more than he knew. What 
would she say when she found out the 
truth? Perhaps she would come here to 
live with Marge, and they’d have the red 
rambler over the porch. Marge had wanted 
it so long. He hated red ramblers, but he 
might have let her have it. 

Jeff came in to say good night—slouched 
in the doorway. 

“You folks ain’t thinkin’ of sellin’ ?” 

Steve shook his head. 

“Everybody’s plumb worried. Mis’ Brad- 
ford said she mightn’t be here this summer. 
No, she didn’t tell us, but the Tuckers. Since 
you folks has been havin’ that New York 
doctor takin’ care of the Tucker kid’s foot, 
by hooky, that kid is walkin’. She said you’d 
paid for it in advance, and they was to keep 
on takin’ the kid, even if she wasn’t here. 
She’s one fine little woman.” 

What was this? Steve turned in his chair, 
staring. 
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The loveliness of soft 


smooth skin never fails to touch the heart,” 


say 39 Hollywood Directors 


VERY GIRL must have petal- 
smooth skin if she is to be truly 
attractive, says Hollywood. 

“People respond instantly to the 
loveliness of beautiful skin,” says F. 
W. Murnau, Fox director—and sums 
up the experience of important 
Hollywood directors. 

“All screen stars know this,” he 
goes on to say. “They take the ut- 
most care of their skin. Girls who 
attain success in the films have skin 
of amazing smoothness.” 

When a close-up is being taken 
today, screen stars have to face 
even stronger incandescent lights— 
the huge new “‘sun-spots,” so that 
any tiniest skin defect would be 
registered on the film. 

It is especially significant, then, 
that 98% of them depend on Lux 
Toilet Soap to keep their skin in 
perfect condition. 


g out of 10 screen stars 
use it for smooth skin 


Janet Gaynor, Fox star, in the bath- 
room built just for her loveliness. 
“There’s a caressing quality to Lux 
Toilet Soap that I have never found 


before.” 


Ho.tywoop, of the 451. important 

ae’, ; actresses, including all stars, 442 (98%) 

. use Lux Toilet Soap for the clear smooth 
; skin a screen star must have. 

tte, Ends Nine out of ten screen stars use Lux Toilet 


this soap a real joy. It is made by the very ; a 
method France uses for her finest toilet Soap—and all the great film studios have Mary Astor, Fox star, says: A 
soaps. “Lux Toilet Soap is excellent for made this white, delicately fragrant soap smooth skin is one of the most im- 
portant assets a screen star has. I 


keeping the skin smooth,” she says. i i q 
ping the ) the official soap for their dressing rooms always use Lux Toilet Soap.” 


When you write to advertisers please mention SMART Set MAGAZINE 
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Jeff was waiting. Steve spoke with an 
effort. “We—I—We don’t know yet about 
this summer, Jeffi—but if I were away—and 
Mrs. Bradford was here—alone—I'm sure 
she—that you would look after her—” 

“You bet your liie we would. You don't 
need to worry one mite.” 


YO THAT was the Marge these people 
knew Where did she get the money 
for the Tucker kid’s foot? That tiny allow 
ance—he hadn’t increased it in five years 
it fit the commonness of her tastes, he had 
thought. The little stinginesses he had hated 
and laughed at! Marge who made her own 
lresses, and bought her jewelry in Wool- 
worth’s, and scrimped to buy Christmas giits 
for these kids, and to give the Tucker boy 
a chance. And never a word to him! Why? 

Too late now—the bridges were burned— 
too late for regrets. 

He roused himself at last, he must get 
through He went upstairs. There was 
only one room furnished there, a big low- 
ceilinged, dormer-windowed room. That, 


too, was a place of beauty—the mahogan 
four poster, prim in its old blue bedspread, 
the tramed prints; the map of old New 
York Treasures—he hated to give them 


up. Marge had never seemed to appreciaic 
them Perhaps she would be willing for 
him to take them. She had said “A few 
things in the house I want—” 

sut no he wouldn't take them! This was 
her house. If she went her ghost would 
stay here always—a gay small ghost in 
tawdry finery. Was she a soulless child, or 
as these simple kindly folks saw her, an 
angel of mercy? 

The wind was rising. It howled in the 
chimney, moaned in the great pine. The 
living room clock struck midnight. He 
nust goto bed. Not inthis bedroom. Never 
again there. The living room couch—before 
the dying fire, with a blanket or two. 


HERE were no blankets in the bedroom, 

none in the linen closet. That empty 
room across the hall—Marge stored things 
there. The door was locked. Like her to 
lock up a few blankets against burglars, and 
leave a houseful of treasures in easy reach. 
He knew she kept her key in a brass bowl 
on the mantel. He unlocked the door. 

There were boxes and trunks. On the 
floor, piled up on spread newspapers, a siz- 
able heap of red-ribboned Christmas pack- 
ages. He saw that the paper was dated 
December seventeenth. Why, she must have 
been here then only a week ago! 

These were her trunks and she had been 
packing—but what? He hadn't missed any- 
thing from the rooms. He lifted the lid of 
the large trunk. A faint sweet smell—he had 
noticed it in the room—came strongly from 
it. The scent of dried roses. There was a 
book on top. He took it out—the diary 
he had given her the first year of their 
marriage. He had never seen it since. It 
was much worn. 

There was a small boy’s Indian suit. gor- 
ceous with colored feathers; a bow and ar- 
rows; a toy aeroplane; a catcher’s glove; a 
bat. These must be Christmas gifts for the 
neighborhood children. Story books—Captain 
Kidd—a simplified Treasure Island. A box 
of marbles 

He delved farther—the trunk was full. A 
tiny scooter-bike—tinker toys, down to 
furry cats and celluloid ducks. Why on 
earth had she hoarded them? Some of 
them were several years old. It was at least 
six years since that Barney Google thing was 
out. He looked at it a long time. 

A nameless dread gripped him but he 
went on. In the very bottom of the trunk 
was a stout box. He untied it. The dead 
rose fragrance came from it. He knew with- 
out looking what he would find. Little 
dresses, yellowed; an infinitesimal pink flan- 
nel coat; tiny socks; the exquisite clothes she 
had made for the baby who had never 


needed them. Marge, the gypsy, who gave 
her husband so nonchalantly to another 
woman 

The diary had only a little of herself. It 
was filled with scraps copied from books— 
the books he had selected to make her over 
to his standards. God forgive him! But 
once in a while there were a few words, 
written in that first year. “I'm so happy, 
only I’m afraid. I wish I'd been to college 
The books he gives me to read are terrible. 
but Im going to keep at them. Books won't 


Pinecrest would have Lad 
a slim Christmas if Marge 
hadn’t played Santa 
Claus to the whole village 


teach me to love him any more than I do.” 

“Steve is busy—he works too hard. But 
I'm not lonesome any more now that you 
are coming. It will be spring. You'll love 
the corner I'm fixing for you under the apple 
tree. There’s a grand little brook, too 
Before long you'll be big enough to sail your 
boats there. I've planned it all for you, 
little son.” 

The next entry was almost a year later. 
“If only you had staid! Was it because Dad 
didn’t want you? I know he didn’t seem 
to care, but that was only because he didn’t 
know you as I did. Oh, son, if you'd staid 
you'd have seen—” 

“I've put all your things away and I'll 
keep them for you—” 

“You're a big boy now, going to school. 
Life isn’t easy, even for little boys whose 
mothers love them, but we have to keep 
going. How I dread your first day at school, 
but don’t mind if things are strange and the 
teacher is cross. That’s only because she 
doesn’t know you, little son. You'll be home 
soon, and we'll go to the park. I've a fine 
new scooter bike for you.” 

Then in faintest pencil, as if she might 
decide to erase it— “He is going away, son 

farther than you have gone. I want to 
beg him to stay; he is all I have. But life 
is as it is. I couldn't keep you—either—” 

Steve Bradford closed the book and 
crumpled down beside the trunk. 


ARGE came at six o’clock on Christ- 
mas Eve as with the waving of flags. 
She got out of the station taxi, and was at 
once surrounded by at least eight youngsters. 
Some of them had hitched, others had run 
alongside the Ford. They seized her bags 
and bundles and escorted her to the house. 
She wore an old leather coat and a red 
beret 
“Merry Christmas, Jeff. Why, you've got 
the house like toast!” she called, and then 


she saw Steve. 

She stopped—on guard. The fear in her 
dark eyes sickened him. 

“You promised,” she said huskily, her 
eyes going past him into the living room. 

“All right, Marge. I’m alone.” 

She drew a long breath, and turned to 
her retainers. “Take every thing into the 
kitchen,” she ordered. “Jennie, run and ask 
your mother for three quarts of milk. We'll 
make chocolate. That big box has the 
sandwiches. Let’s see—one—two—seven of 
you. Stick around, all of you, and you can 
heip me carry the rest of the things to the 
church.” 

She was putting a big apron over the red 
dress—measuring sugar into a _ saucepan, 
lighting the oil-stove. “Here, Tom, stir this. 
And Nell—get down the cups—paper nap- 
kins—and paper plates for the sandwiches 
are in that closet.” 

Once she flung Steve a defiant look which 
said, ““You’ve no business here,” but he stood 
in the doorway and watched her as if he 
had never seen her before—as indeed he 
hadn’t—lonely little soul on masquerade! 


HEN they started for church, down 
the snowy path, he went with them. 
Marge was ahead, with the girls, carrying 
the marvelous silver star she had brought 
from New York for the top of the tree. 
Two of the boys fell into step with him. 
It was a perfect Christmas Eve. There 
was snow—a cloudless sky—a slender moon 
—hard bright stars—a vagrant wind and— 
peace. 

“I guess it’s that star there.” One of the 
boys pointed to a bright planet just rising 
over the Eastern hills. “Ain’t it, Mr. Brad- 
ford?” 

And Steve, remembering a time, thirty 
years ago, when the stars had not been at 
all far away, said he had no doubt that it 
was the very star. 

Even in the turmoil of the little church 
there was peace. The smell of wood smoke 
—the tang of cedar—Marge playing the 
tiny piano—the old Christmas hymns sung 
so badly—so beautifully. Then the distribu- 
tion of the gifts—Marge sitting on the piano 
bench, her small face glowing, her arm 
around the ecstatic Tucker kid who wasn’t 
so lame any more. 

It was a long time before she could get 
away from them. There were so many 
things for Mis’ Bradford to hear. Old Mrs. 
Bennett was “just tickled to death” with 
the rose shawl; she “never’d had nothin’ 
all her life only drab and brown.” A young 
girl thanking Marge shyly for a string of 
beads. 

The minister, young, shabby, greeted him 
warmly, “Mr. Bradford, we are thankful for 
this visit—glad to have you with us. Mrs. 
Bradford s2.s you are always too busy and 
I’m sorry. But you've been mighty generous 
with your money. You've done worlds of 
good. God bless you!” 


T LAST they were alone on their own 
doorstep. The star, the bright one, had 
climbed the sky. It was over their heads 
now. “It is rising,” Steve said to himself. 
In the door of the living room she faced 
him, a small thing at bay. “Steve,” she said 
piteously, “you make it so hard for me. 
Please don’t watch me. I won’t take the 
things I know you want, I promise. Only 
a few little things that mean nothing to you 
—were never yours—Steve, I beg you—” 
But he held her, whispering, “Marge, I 
know—they were his, my little son’s!” His 
arms slipped down—he was on his knees, 
his face hidden in the hated red silk dress. 
“I was blind—blind—I am not fit to touch 
you—but Marge—let me stay. Marge, don't 
cry. I know now—only forgive me and 
let me stay!” 
One bright star, blazing across the sky— 
seemed to halt for a moment, and stand 
over the little house. 
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make this your 


winter of 


SUPREME 
LOVELIN 
through 


ESS 


PRINCESS PAT 


Make-Up and Skin Care 
Are So Important 


Winter . . . cold, nipping winds, pastimes 
that take you in and out of doors . . . zest- 
ful, brimful days of shopping, of dances, of 
pleasure, but so hard upon your skin . . . so 
disastrous to the very beauty upon which 
your social success and keenest enjoyment 
depends. 


And winter brings your beauty to closest 
inspection . . . places you under the brilliant 
lights of the ballroom . . . the contacts of 
your bridge game . . . all the countless hours 
of indoor pleasures. Yet notice how different 
are the complexions you see — some beauti- 
fully soft and velvety, some roughened and 
hardly smoothed to a semblance of beauty. 
Just chance? Not likely, for the smart, 
sophisticated woman of today leaves noth- 
ing to chance. 


Princess Pat Beauty Aids Guard Your 
Skin and Give You Supreme Loveliness 


Just the soothing caress of Princess Pat 
powder helps wonderfully. Its famous 
almond base, of course, protects against 
winter's winds and cold. Not a bit like the 
usual powders of starch base. Instead of 
harshness — when the skin is drawn with 
cold — Princess Pat almond base powder 
gives smoothness and pliancy. It protects 
the pores. And when you go out of doors — 
go from hot to cold — there is not the same 
shock to your skin. 


Then there is Princess Pat Rouge. It, too, 
has a base of precious almond. ’Tis a further 
protection to your skin to use this most 
fashionable — and most flattering — of all 
rouges. You'll love Princess Pat Rouge, for 


no other rouge can possibly glorify your 
natural beauty as does Princess Pat. Why? 
Because no other rouge in all the world is 
composed of two distinct tones, perfectly 
blended into one by a very secret “duo- 
tone” process. Consequently — where old 
fashioned rouges are dull, flat and artificial, 
Princess Pat Rouge is alive and glowing with 
more than natural beauty. Seven significant 
shades, including Summertan and Nite. 


Another (and very important) beauti- 
fying touch is Princess Pat Lip Rouge. It 
colors the inside surface of the lips, too, and 
is of such perfect consistency and such ideal 
color that the true Cupid bow lip is yours 
without fail. You cannot imagine — but 
must erperience — the effect to know how 
beautiful your lips can be made. 


And, of course, creams! There are the 
three Princess Pat creams to keep your skin 
smooth and pliant during the most severe 
trials of winter weather. 


PRINCESS PAT 


PRINCESS PAT, LTD. 


CHICAGO, U. S$. A. 


Lupe Velez, famous screen beauty, registers 

delight—the rouge is Princess Pat. "Al the left 

Lupe is seen applying Princess Pat Cream 

(skin food). Her gesture very aptly suggests 
caress of this marvelous cream. 


Try the Seven Princess Pat 
Beauty Aids in Famous Week-End Set 


This is really an “acquaintance” set— enough of 
each preparation for thorough trial—enough for two 
weeks, if used with reasonable economy. And the 
beauty book sent with set tains infor on 
skin care of real value—besides artful secrets of make 
up which vastly enhance results from rouge, powder , 
and lip rouge. The set contains generous tubes of 
Ice Astringent, Skin Cleanser (the modern cold 
cream), Skin Food Cream, almond base powder, 
rouge and lip rouge. The charge of 25c helps pay for 
the packing of set in beautiful box, and postage. Our 
only other recompense is the opportunity to have 
you try Princess Pat beauty aids and learn their spe- 
cial virtues. We desire to sell only one set to a cus- 
tomer. And we respectfully urge your promptness. 


The very popular Princess Pat Week-End Set is offered 
for a limited time for rH1s Coupon and 25c (coin). Only 
one to a customer, Set contains easily a month's supply 
of almond base powder and SIX other delightful Princess 
Pat preparations. Packed in a beautifully decorated 
boudoir box. Please act promptly. 


SPECIAL 


PRINCESS PAT, Ltd. 
2709 8. Wells St., Dept. 53-C Chicago. 
Enclosed find 25c for which send me the Princess Pat 
Week End Set. 
Name (print) 
Street 


City and State 


When you write to advertisers please mention SMart Set MAGAZINE 
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you ‘My Old Fat Fool,’ dear, and you said 
to me ‘Gripes girlie, the angels must have 
sent you!’ 

“Now I am away from Elmsbranch and 
I want you to send me one hundred dollars 
($100) so I can come home at once. Now, 
darling, be sure and wire me at once, dear. 
I am going to look for you to wire me the 
money without fail because I have your 
wife’s picture, dear, on which you drew a 
pair of horns, so just wire me $100 so I can 
go home and will make everything all right 

“Wire me by Saturday the latest and I will 
close now with my picture in the letter. Will 
be here until Saturday I will meet you 
Sunday morning at the Sumner Avenue Sta- 
tion on the 10:15, so I know you will know 
when you get this letter. Be good until I 
ce you. I hope you won't disappoint me, 
darling, because if you do it will break my 
heart, dear, and I will then drink a bottle 
of shoe polish, darling, and it will kill me, 
sweetheart, but, honey, I will make you the 
only recipient in my will (because I love 
you). Good-by from your baby, I remain 
as ever, yours truly, Baby. Florabelle De 
La Newport, 2645 Refinery Avenue, South, 
Mugwump, Ills.” 


. ELL,” mused Willoughby when he 

had completed reading the epistle, 
“looks like my cue to get surrounded by a 
ring of index fingers—all the owners of which 
will utter sneering, and jeering jibes, follow- 
ing which I will totter brokenly out of the 
life of Elmsbranch. 

“First I will try changing my name, 

starting life anew in a far distant 
town But twenty-five years later, 
Mrs. Gooseberry will happen in to 
visit friends, and recognize and expose 
me, so I may as well save time and 
become a South Sea derelict in the 
regulation tattered pants and bottle of 
trade gin at once. 

“No, dammit all. I can’t become a 
South Sea bum. I've never been a 
surgeon Only surgeons who have 
killed their best friends while oper- 
ating on them and then gradually go 
to the dogs are eligible to become 
South Sea bums. Ya can’t fool me. 

I've been to the movies and every 
beach comber from Papeete to Tahiti 
still has his stethoscope 

“Dammit, what can I do? 

“T can sock my dough in my wife’s 
name!!! The heck I can! That'll 
only give her more to battle me with 
when it come out. 

“Oh—oh—oh!!!. Why did I ever 
have a birthday in the first place!!! 

“Oh—if I only had a blanket I'd 
craw! into an empty vault and call 
it a life right now. That reminds me. 

That watchman outside is going to 

start getting leery. Especially when 

he sees me feeding the wreath to a horse. In 
my excitement I should remember that 
rrandpa was lost in a squall off the Romp- 
ing Betsy in ’88. Oh—oh—oh!!!” 

Well might Willoughby quake in terror. 
The thought of the horror of the believing 
and loving populace of Elmsbranch was 
enough to turn his hair gray, but merely to 
contemplate his four brothers of the Com- 
mittee of Public Welfare was enough to 
make it fall out besides. 

On every side they loomed inquisitorally 
in his vision: right, pitiless, inexorable! Each 
a pillar of upright goodness, Squire Higgle- 
witch, Zeke Longworthy, Homer Barnstead 
and Col. Scrambaugh. 


HE Sunday before Christmas found 
Willoughby, aged like no wine ever was 
after three days, pacing with a papier maché 


The Christmas Spirit 


[Continued from page 50) 


nonchalance in front of the Sumner Avenue 
Station and casting a worried eye now and 
then up the track in the direction of the 
10:15. 

Would the darn train never come? He 
glanced back over his shoulder at the clock 
in front of Meyers—and then slowly felt 
all his bones turn to wet spaghetti. There 
across the street pacing furtively up and 
down was none other than Squire Higgle- 
witch 

“Trailing me by gosh,” thought Wil- 
loughby. “Faking off he don’t see me. Well 
I'll call his bluff. I’m sunk anyway.” He 
crossed over. 

“Morning, Higg. What all brings you out 
here ?”’ 

Squire Higglewitch seemed to go white all 
of a sudden! 

“Well—er—ahem—well. Fact of the matter 
is—I’d been—er—contemplating the purchase 
of Gottlieb’s meat market here (this is very 
confidential you know), and—er—I'd just 
been out viewing its desirability as to loca- 
tion—y’know. Can't be too careful these 
days on a business proposition. Heh—heh— 
and what brings— 

“Oh,” said Willoughby. “Yes, to be sure. 
My physician advised exercise. Plenty of 
walking you know.” 

While they stood thus lying, both became 
aware of another figure stalking behind a pile 
of milk cans. A figure resembling one of 
those fussy, bottle Scotch Terriers that alwavs 
seem on the way to a directors’ meeting. 


THE BEAU-CONSTRICTOR 
By BERTON BRALEY 


FE IS a subtle Parlor Snake 


Who charms the frills, and no mistake, 


His line is such that he can shake 
The flappers’ hearts and thrill ‘em; 
He knows his groceries and his oil, 
He knows his oats, his Book of Hoyle, 
And anywhere he wants to coil 
This Parlor Snake can “kill ’em.” 
Yes, he’s a serpent, smooth and slick, 
Whose methods always seem to click, 
He certainly has learned the trick 
Of making cuties gladder, 
And yet in spite of all his swank, 
He foots up figures in a bank 
And hence this Parlor Snake must rank 
As nothing but an adder! 


“Zeke Longworthy!!!” they exclaimed. 

“It’s a lie—it’s a lie,” shouted Zeke. 
“She’s a liar. I have influential friends. 
She can’t—er—ahem! That is—I mean—that 
wind blew a pile of lumber from in front of 
my store right down this way gents and 
I’'m—” 


HEY were interrupted by the arrival of 

a fourth figure who sprang like a kangaroo 
with delirium tremens when he caught sight 
of them. It was Homer Barnstead! 

“They tell me my dog Carlo which strayed 
last night was observed in this neighbor- 
hood gentlemen,” he began excitedly. 

Before he could finish, the gathering was 
doubled in weight by the arrival of Col. 
Scrambaugh!!! At the first sight of the 
group, the worthy Colonel stuck out his 
arms, shut his eyes and commenced snoring. 


They pounded his back to bring him to. 

“How did I get here? Where am I?” he 
muttered. “Oh, now it all comes back. I 
lay down for a nap in my hammock—and 
—well bless my stars here I am.” 

“As I was saying, Squire,” said Wil- 
loughby, shooting an uneasy look up the 
track, “an ideal location for a meat market.” 

They were all petrified by a distant toot- 
ing of an engine whistle. 

They stood like dummies as the 10:15 
rolled in, stopped a moment and pulled out 
without a soul getting off 

They eyed each other like immobile open- 
mouthed idiots. 

“Well, I'll be jiggered”—ejaculated Zeke. 

“She can't pull anything like——” 

“Vamoosed with the dough,” snorted the 
Colonel. 

“It’s a low down game,” began Homer. 

Then they all stopped short, eyeing each 
other sheepishly. It remained for the squire 
to snap the tension. 

“Come on you gang of liars, including 
myself,” he roared. “Pony up your letters. 
We've all got to stick this out together.” 

A circle of grins broke out. With the 
ice broken and all in the same dish of 
parsley, a great relief appeared on each 
bright and pious face. 

The boys began to compare notes. 

“She was a little devil at that,” snickered 
Zeke. “Purty and a pair of eyes—boy!!!” 

“Ha!!! Eyes!!” snorted the squire. “You 
shoulda seen her 4 


boys becoming emboldened 
now, began to brag and invent, 
and exchange anecdotes. 

Squire Higglewitch, right on the 
spur of the moment related a couple 
of incidents that no censor would 
share with the dear public. 

And tickled at his own inventive 
ability, he went into a mutual ad- 
miration session with himself and 
didn’t even hear Zeke Longworthy'’ 
version of the modern American 
nights, nor the extemporaneous one- 
act play which Colonel Scrambaugh 
produced, with himself as the hero 
and Florabelle in the dual role of 
heroine and villainess 

The home grown talent of the town 
had never before been given such a 
swell chance to strut its stuff. 

There was nothing of the all-we- 
like-sheep attitude in the atmosphere 
of Elmsbranch that morning—rather 
an all pervading sense of good fellow- 
ship such as comes only to a group 
who can sit down to Christmas din- 
ner with a clear conscience and a 
sense of lies well told. 

Homer contributed a couple of fab- 
rications that would “have had a 
psycho-analyst jumping off his chair, 
while Willoughby added to the gaiety of 
the gathering with two chapters lifted bodily 
out of Boccaccio, just changing names and 
dates to make it fit in Elmsbranch. 

Then they shook hands solemnly agreeing 
to stick together on a big lie. 

“A fat chance that schemer’s word would 
have with us. Remember now, boys—we 
were all drinking milk and viewing stere- 
opticon slides at the dinner while discussing 
Christmas cheer for the poor.” 

And they departed merrily, singing and 
cavorting through the town and all Elms- 
branch stopped and looked and marvelled 
and called upon its children to witness the 
joy and happiness that came to these good 
men through their noble thoughts and lofty 
ideals, and their kind and charitable deeds, 
and their cheerful spreading of Peace on 
Earth—Good Will towards men only. 


— 
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Don’t envy teeth like these 


LISTERI 
TOOTH PASTE 


Yours, too, 
can look § 
attractive 


—this modern dentifrice 
is winning millions 


OU have your favorite dentifrice 

—but lay it aside for one month 
while you try this new one which has 
won more than a million users in the 
last four years. 

Listerine Tooth Paste is its name— 
made by the makers of Listerine. There 
can be no question of its quality. 

Note how quickly it removes tartar 
and discoloration from dull, off-color 
teeth. Note how their natural whiteness 
becomes apparent. See how it makes 
them glisten—a brilliant luster such as 
nature intended. 

Observe how it penetrates tiny be- 
tween-the-teeth crevices and washes out Yes—only 25¢ the large tube 
matter that causes decay. Buy what you want with what you save 

And then—note the wonderful, fresh, You can, for instance, get a toaster with that 
clean feeling it imparts to the mouth, $3.00 you save by using Listerine Tooth Paste. 


that sense of invigoration you associate _!ts cost (25¢ a large tube) is about half of that of 
’ " the ordinary dentifrice. And millions, both men 


2 2 and women, having proved that it cleans teeth 
cal Company, St. Louis, Mo., U. S. A. whiter, are glad to take advantage of this économy. 


LISTERINE TOOTH PASTE..25¢ 


When you write to advertisers please mention Smart SET MAGAZINE 


with Listerine itself. Lambert Pharma- 
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the swagger, snug hipline. I've selected for 
you this month, nevertheless, a long evening 
wrap with a big fur collar. For to me, un- 
less you are just one of those pampered 
darlings who ride from date to date in a 
heated limousine, a longish and warm eve- 
ning coat seems very necessary. As a girl 
who has to trail about in chilly taxicabs 
during winter evenings, I hate that cold 
clammy feeling about the ankles that a 
short wrap gives 

Of course, your choice of evening wrap 
should be influenced by your choice of eve- 
ning gowns. There is a little controversy on 
the subject of the length of evening gowns. 
Last winter you could wear them either long 
or short, but this winter they really must 
give a long appearance. The gown I have 
selected for you this month gives the long 
lock through its clever side panels, but is 
short enough in front to make it agreeable 
for dancing. While many chic girls wear 
period gowns of taffeta to dancing parties, 
I myself, don’t like them for most of us. 
They make us look too much like animated 
telephone dolls and when it comes to dancing 
I do feel that a revealed half leg is better 
than none. Naturally this dictum doesn’t go 
for net, lace or tulle gowns. Those can be 
worn straight to the floor and make you 
seem to dance with the divine grace of an 
Irene Castle. They get this way through the 
lightness of the material employed and their 
charming, shadowy rev- 


Winter Finds Fashion Clever and Courteous 


[Continued from page 67] 


floating sleeves, on other models, fit in 


nicely with the animated 
they don’t present 


sort of look. 


silhouette, when 


a rather tea-gownish 


Among the various necklines the school-girl 
collar is highly effective and nothing gives 


you that beautiful 


look more cer- 


tainly. Dropping cape collars are still as 
good as money in the bank, and the tied 


neckline, dripping 
with little bows 
that Chanel start- 
ed in the spring, 
continues to be 
among those pres- 
ent. So, pay your 
money and _ take 
your choice. 


HE newest 

costume jew- 
elry is all being 
done in_ bronze 
and goldish shades 
and if you have 
tried to don your 
old white pearls 
recently, you'll 
know why. White 
about the neck 
ap>ears pretty aw- 
ful with the re- 
mains of a sun- 


elations of the girlish 
legs beneath them 
Much tulle will be 
worn by the younzer 
set this winter, and 
very right they are. 


VER tulle or taffeta 
period dresses, I do 
feel shorter wraps are 
smarter while over 
slim silhouette things I 
prefer the longer coats. 
In selecting your eve- 
ning frocks a signifi- 
cant thing to remem- 
ber is that the decol- 
letage is still as deep as 
it was last winter 
In the dress cate- 
gory, sleeves and neck- 
lines are being sub- 
jected to _ interesting 
and in cases, 
startlingly smart treat- 
ments. Thus, there is 
one variation of sleeve 
which completely cov- 
ers the hand. another 
whose cuffs are excep- 
tionally wide. Some 
sleeves emphasize the 
balloon effect from el- 
bow to wrist and a 
few revert to the an- 
cient leg o’ mutton 
outline. These, how- 
ever, are pretty ex- 
treme and unless you 
have such scads of 
clothes nothing mat- 
ters, I'd them. 
I saw some frocks 
with sleeves that had 
bowknots at the el- 


on 


bow, which wouldn't 
go well in an office, 
but which ought to be 
a riot at a party. Cer- 
tainly a lot of good 
dresses are going to 
continue sleeveless and 


This jersey suit has two 
blouses — one of jersey 
and one of crepe. It’s a 
complete weekend outfit 


Courtesy Bromley-Shepard Co. 


The brim of this smart 
close-fitting black felt 
hat is faced with hat- ful. These 


ter’s plush. 


Courtesy Hunken, Neale and Forbes 


tan, so flatter your 
face and keep up 
with the mode, by 
indulging in bronze 
beads or gold. 

I saw some 
ducky bracelets in 
gold plated ma- 
terial the other 
day, made like a 
gypsy’s with coins 
and all manner of 
things dangling off 
them. They were 
most inexpensive, 
and I recommend 
these for that 
jaunty touch so 
necessary to real 
chic. Of course, if 
you just must 
have pearls—and 
there is no escap- 
ing their general 
usability with all 
kinds of frocks— 
select those that 
can be worn on 
the throat in sev- 
eral strands. Five 
or more strands 
are not too many 
for a smart win- 
ter throat to 
carry. 

Smart shoes are 
simple and don’t 
let anybody fool 
you on that. A 
good many shoe 
stores are trying 
to put across very 


fancy footwear but don’t succumb. If you 
think opera pumps in suede or patent 
leather just too plain, get opera pumps in 
snakeskin, lizard or some special material. 
But let it go at that. 

Black and other colored gloves of suede 
are appearing on the hands of the better 
clad, which makes them a thing worth re- 
membering when you shop. 

Naturally, I don’t 
have to go much into 
the hat situation, for 
you all know that 
you must keep them 
back from your 
brows; you must 
have short crowns, 
and the longer the 
back is, the better. 

With Christmas ap- 
proaching and all of 
us contemplating buy- 
ing a certain amount 
of lingerie for gifts 
and hoping to get as 
good as we send, it’s 
a wise girl who 
knows her princess 
lines. The old under- 
wear simply won't 
do under the new 
narrow silhouette 
while close, fitted, 
one - piece combina- 
tions will not only be 
strictly tailored, or 
necessary but delight- 
can be 
very lacy, according 
to your personal taste. 
If you want lace, 
stick to the tobacco 
shades. It’s smartest 
and it launders mag- 
nificently. Whisper it, also, that stiffer and 
taller girdles are most certainly on the way 
back. They don’t look like the corsets our 
older sisters used to wear. Honestly, they 
are so trig and captivating that you feel you 
just must buy one. Of net, lace, taffeta and 
such feminine fabrics, they are irresistible. 
They are a wise precaution under natural- 
waistline, fitted yoke-skirt, dresses, any- 
how. 


Price $12.50 


HERE is no escaping the advisability of 
budgeting one’s expenditures and settling 
upon one’s chosen colors. Nothing ruins 4 
wardrobe more than careless spending and 
too many colors. I know no quicker route 
te chic than selecting one color for a season’s 
dresses and sticking to it. Let’s say, for ex- 
ample, that you are a natural blonde and you 
select one of the newer greens as your self- 
expression tint. Green is not one of those 
exclusive colors that refuse to go with other 
shades. You can get a green hat and green 
shoes, in the exact shade of your first dress 
of the year, or in lighter or darker colors. 
You can combine green with yellow or brown; 
with the right black; even sometimes with 
gray. It depends upon the sensitiveness of 
your eye when originally buying. But with 
one central color, you won’t go haywire and 
buy scarlet bags and purple umbrellas, for 
instance, that may be delightful individually 
but have no relationship to your wardrobe. 
When you have selected your color scheme, 
work out exactly how much you can spend 
and on what you can spend it. In winter, 
your new coat may use up a large share of 
your fund. Remember if you can’t afford 
dresses, new hats and shoes have a way of 
making an old dress pass unnoticed. And 
don’t forget in buying this season, that there’s 
another coming. 
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during the past ten years. There were| 
those smart English felt hats, the Fortmason, 
that she cornered exclusively for Best’s in! 
this country. There was her novel idea for | 
special shops within the store—a Little Lake 
Placid Shop, a Summer Sports Shop, a Palm 
Beach shop—where the vacationer could buy 
everything for the occasion from sandals to 
pearls. A clever idea and a practical one— 
so clever that other stores have copied it. 

There was her bold introduction of cottons 
as far back as 1926—a foolhardy venture, 
the other stores called it. But today, they 
too are advertising cotton frocks for morn- 
ing, noon, and evening wear. Other Amer- 
ican stylists follow Paris slavishly, but Mary 
Lewis knows her America. 

“We have far hotter summers here than 
they have in either Paris or London,” she 
reasoned. “Why should we stick (literally | 
speaking!) to woolen sweaters, when lisle | 
sweaters could be made just as soft and 
form-fitting ?” 

So she campaigned among the manufac- 
turers until she found one who would make | 
the garment she wanted. And to give it 
éclat she christened it the “Antibes Shirt,” 
since that very season “L’Illustration”’ 
showed French women parading at Antibes | 
on the Riviera in cotton shirts. Short- 
sleeved lisle sweaters she made too, and | 


and vital i the 


ah ay 


No MATTER how exhausting your day, 
how fatiguing your business, shopping or 
social hours—your evenings can always 
be radiant and vital when you revivify your 


dubbed them jauntily “Chukker Shirts”—| body as do the smart women of Paris. 


a la pola. This season you can buy their | 
like at any up-to-date store on the Avenue. | 
It was Mary Lewis, too, who first let | 
America in on the sunburn vogue. When 
she was at Deauville in 1925 she noticed 
that the French women—amazing to behold 
—were lying on the sands and deliberately 
burning their precious skins. So she packed 
up the idea and brought it home with her. 


BSORBED as she has been with her 
designing and styling, Miss Lewis has 
found the time to write her own copy. It 
is a new kind of advertising copy she writes 
—or at least it was new before it was 
widely imitated. Instead of boring the pros- 
pective customer with prosy statements, she 
talks about clothes colloquially, using just 
the pat phrases and slang expressions that | 
young America is using. Cleverly she drops | 
a hint to the debutante that “Palm Beach | 
chic this season depends on going without.” 
But nine times out of ten she tunes up 
her typewriter to catch the attention of the 
modern young woman in her ‘teens or 
twenties. A Fashion Questionnaire—a tele- 
gram from Palm Beach—an ad glorifying 
“This Day and Age” with its bare legs and 
scanty clothes—this is the kind of adver- 
tising copy that makes the young things 
about town feel perfectly at home at Best’s. 
When people talk of Mary Lewis they 
talk of her daring. In the very teeth of the 
world of fashion that apes Paris at every 
move, she published a full-page ad on 
“England’s Place in the Mode Today,” 
pointing out our indebtedness to England 
for all kinds of smart sportswear. Her ges- 
ture assumed international proportions. 
This summer, when evening dresses are | 
dipping longer and longer, she conceived the | 
idea of a low-backed tennis dress made in 
satin for evening wear—just because some 
women look much smarter in short skirts, 
and because men do not like to dance with 
long skirts. These are the signs of the times 
that manufacturers cannot be expected to 
understand. But Mary Lewis senses the 
subtle relation between style and use, be- 
tween chic and daring. She may have hap- 
pened by chance into the department store 
world, but she brought to it an amazing 
zest for work, a striking originality, and a 
clever understanding of human nature. Of 
such stuff is success compounded. 


Pat cool, soothing dashes of Cheramy’s 
Floral Eau de Cologne on your skin. 
Thrill at its electric response, its tin- 
gling shock, the vigor of its contact. 
Your skin grows supple, soft—a 
glowing, elastic glove for stretching, 
youthful ‘musclés. 

Now you are radiant and vital. 
Your whole being is fragrant with the 
seductive essence of Cheramy’s floral 
odeurs. You are ready for the night 
—and the night’s rich pleasures. 

A generous flacon of Cheramy’s 
Floral Eau de Cologne, containing 
several applications, will be sent you 
free—that you may learn to be ever ra- 
diant and vital as are the smart women 
of Paris. Just mail the coupon below. 
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“A BODY LOTION’ 
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flacon of Cheramy Floral Eau de Cologne— 
a new Lotion for the body. 
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clothes no more than rags kept decent with 
thorn pins; their skins were cracked with 
un and wind and insect bites. 

Iwo convictions had settled upon them in 
that fierce week of wandering together. 
Brenda, piqued at first by Tom Chester’s 
cold self-sufficiency, his stark aloofness, was 
certain that of all men she knew he alone 
was worth a woman’s winning. He, mildly 
interested at first in Brenda Nolan, the 
woman, had decided beyond argument that 
there are two distinct spheres in life, a man’s 


and a woman’s; and any woman who 
wanted to ape a man should be treated as 
one, utterly. 


HE accepted the equality, and held up her 
end, savagely. But while he climbed a 

tall tree to seek for an encouraging sign in 

the trackless forest, she sat limply on a 

root and moaned in dire bodily distress. Her 

feet were burning lumps; her flesh flamed 
with insect bites and poisonous scratches. 

Had he descended with a hopeful face she 

would have surrendered to her womanhood 


then and there. But he was even graver 
than usual. He had grown haggard; his 
jaw was grim; his neck muscles like cords; 
but his eyes flashed as of old. Indomitable, 
that was the word. She could be no less. 
“We've followed the stream the wrong 
way,” he said. “It must be one of those 


rivers flowing inland to the lakes. We're a 
long way from home, partner.” 

She was on her feet as he spoke, busily 
scratching together the sticks for a fire. 
There was nothing to cook, yet. She was, 
oh, so tired of eternal toasted fish or birds 
or little animals without bread, or salt, or 
vegetables, nothing but rare jungle fruit 
which he would not always let her eat after 
she plucked it. But from the fire sticks she 
answered him with a laugh. 

“It’s no further to go back than it was 
to come, Tom.” 

He glanced dubiously at her. Even she 
had started at the sound of her own laugh 
and voice. It was hoarse, and ragged, and 
hard. The Brenda Nolan of the society 
columns and drawing room silks would have 
shuddered to hear that voice and laugh from 
anybody else. But she was smiling when 
he caught sight of her face, and he was at 
once relieved. He had feared hysteria. 

That night a black maned lion and his 
mate coughed within ten feet of the dead 
embers of the fire. Tom had fallen into so 
dead a slumber that he had let the fire go 
out. He leaped to his feet, rifle in hand, 


but ever mindful of his ammunition. He 
roared, as fiercely as the lion. He had but 
two cartridges left, for food getting. He 


was doubtful of the efficacy of his roaring. 
The lions only halfway feared it. But he 
yelled again, dashing forward; and the 
lions backed far enough away to let him 
swing Brenda into a tree and clamber up 
after her. 

The beasts hung growling at the edge of 
the bush all night, and he remained awake. 
Brenda slept only because he held her fast, 
close to him. That was to prevent her from 
falling, of course; but she chose to feel that 
it was for her warmth and comfort. and she 
nestled against him with a quivery little sigh 
of contentment. More than ever did she 
want to penetrate the cold armor of his aloof- 
ness now. She was playing the game as well 
as any man could play it. Fifty-fifty ra- 
tions, hardships, privations, asking no favors. 

Again the trail! For ten days Tom 
forced a path through unbroken jungle, 
beckoned on by distant glimpses of a cloudy 
mountain crest which he believed he knew. 

One morning he definitely recognized a 
landmark. The reaction made them do 


Fifty-Fifty 


queer things. Brenda laughed and cried and 
he whacked her on the back, still fearful of 
hysterics. He swore, just to hide his feel- 
ings, then, to stop her outburst which grew 
alarming, he gruffly outlined the journey yet 
ahead, and toned down nothing. 

“I don’t care! We're on the last lap,” 
she retorted, and went into another laughing 
spell. He meant to whack her on the back 
again. Something stopped his hand. He 
never knew what it was. But suddenly he 
realized all she had been through. He saw 
her pitiful distress: saw how near she was 
to breaking down; how stubbornly she was 
fighting to hold up her end. 

They lengthened their marches. The 
jungle was still dense, but trails traversed it; 
and the mountains were drawing nearer. 
They marched after dusk, instead of halting 
while daylight still gave them light to camp. 
And their habits of the trail changed, too, 
with their sense of safety. Lately they had 
been in the habit of trudging along in silence, 
saving their breath, camping with scarcely 
a word. Now they strode side by side, 
chatting like children. 

A rain storm caught them, and there was 
heavy thunder. Tom would ordinarily have 
sought a place clear of the trees. But now 
he only grinned at the rain. 

A blazing spear of lightning split the 
heavens. Brenda screamed. A giant tree 
crashed, riven from tip to root. Its stoutest 
limb mowed down the jungle growth, and 
Tom went down under it without a cry. 

She was on her knees instantly, shaking 
him fiercely. 

“Tom! Tommy! Speak to me!” 

The thunder deafened her. Had he spoken 
she could not have heard. She pulled at his 
arms, panting in her stress. The tree was 
across his chest. Kneeling again, she tried 
to pry open his eyes. She moaned, then 
took his head in her hands, kissing his 
muddy face. 

As impetuously, she sprang to her feet 
again, taking a broken branch and using it 
as a lever, suddenly wise. She raised the 
limb; pulled him clear; ripped the last 
shreds of his shirt from him. She was feel- 
ing his ribs and breast for broken bones, 
dabbing wet kisses on his rough, unshaven 
face, when he slowly opened his eyes. She 
drew back with a little cry. She hoped he 
had not been conscious: hoped that he had. 

“Serves me right for being a fool!” he 
groaned. She knelt beside him, all mud and 
wide-eyed embarrassment. “Did you pull 
me out?” His tone was incredulous. She 
nodded. 

“IT don’t know how you did it, but thanks 
very much,” he said, and stumbled to his 


feet. “Let’s find shelter.” 
That was all. He accepted everything as 
his due. It her own fault. She had 


insisted on that idiotic fifty-fifty business. 


WO days later night overtook them in 

a bit of bush too thick for camping. 
There was no moon. The bush resisted like 
a wall. Distant barks, yelps, growlings in- 
dicated a possible stream or water-hole. 
They thrust on towards the sound; and 
abruptly they broke through on the very 
edge of a wide lake. Brenda cried out, 
grabbed for his arm as the earth broke 
under her feet, and, missing her grasp, 
pitched headlong into the water. 

There was a franti¢ stampede of unseen 
beasts, startled by the splash, a menacing 
growl, a frightened snort or two, then Tom 
was in after her, flogging the water, calling 
her name, hoping the crocodiles were as 
scared as he was. 

He found her, unconscious, in the roots 
of a giant water plant. He carried her close 


to his breast, his face peering for a glimpse 
of hers. As he chafed her wrists, and 
worked her arms, he muttered incoherently. 
She heard. She was conscious two full min- 
utes before she let him know; and all that 
two minutes she lay there and wondered. 
His face was close to hers, but he did not 
kiss her. She struggled to sit up, and sighed: 
He only muttered: 

“Nearly went west that time, young fel- 
low! Don’t ever run ahead of me again.” 
And, taking a leaf from his own book, she 
laughed shakily and retorted, “I was a fool, 
wasn't I? But thanks, very much.” 

Dawn showed Lake Hararobi. That was 
near to Modjo, which was but a simple 
train ride from Addis Abeba, and hotels, and 
comforts. Sunburned and dishevelled Brenda 
was, ragged and footsore; but when she had 
washed in the lake, run her fingers through 
her tangled hair, and stepped cut beside him 
for the day’s march, she held up her head, 
her eyes sparkled, her lips were parted in a 
cheerful, boyish grin. 

They covered an ordinary two days’ trek 
in a day, and staggered into the railway 
siding as the sun went down. There was no 
train before morning. They slept in a shed, 
and slept well. Tom had-just enough money 
in his money belt to pay their fares. 

Next morning they reached the capital. 
Old Dyke was there, shaken to sickness by 
the supposed loss of his niece. Her unex- 
pected return sent him to the other extreme 
—he almost collapsed. The rest of the party 
had safely come out of the forest, and had 
started home. Tom Chester was paid off, 
and went out to buy a new outfit. As he 
passed, Brenda waved a comradely hand 
over her veranda, reminding him that he was 
expected later for dinner, and enumerating 
certain items of game and fish which she 
insisted must be left out of the menu. He 
grinned and waved back. His last impres- 
sion of her, as she stood there above him, 
was of a rather small, impish ragamuffin in 
tattered shirt and knickers, with a small 
brown face all scratched and cracked. 

In town he met an old acquaintance just 
leaving for home by way of Djibuti, the 
Red Sea, the canal, and Cairo. That suited 
Tom Chester. He left with his friend, 
straight from the stores, simply sending a 
brief note of apology to Mr. Dyke for break- 
ing the dinner engagement. 


MONTH later he wandered through the 
streets of Cairo, restless and dissatisfied. 
Well dressed men and lovely women were 
all about him, but he had neither eye nor 
ear for them. Autos annoyed him; the 
bazaars bored him; camels and natives alike 
disgusted him. He had long wished to see 
Cairo as a man of leisure. Old Dyke's 
cheque had been generous. He had time to 
kill. But he found no excitement, no pleas- 
ure here. He wondered if the old trail 
fever were at work. He sought the com- 
pany of men of his race and kind. They 
only irritated him with their talk of towns. 
As he wandered on the edge of the desert, 
gazing out across the sunny plain at the 
slim, swaying palms, Brenda insisted upon 
intruding herself into his thoughts. He saw 
her, clearly as if she stepped up from the 
sand before him, small, muddy, dishevelled 
and trail weary, but indomitable, wearing 
that precious, brave smile that challenged 
his own courage. He blinked, so vivid was 
the memory picture. He believed he knew 
what was the matter with him now. 

In front of the hotel, he caught a flashing 
glimpse of a petite figure just dismounting 
from horseback. He saw only her back, but 
she irresistibly reminded him of Brenda. She 
was neat as a new pin, and wore her riding 
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Something to it. 
Ihere’s something to a 
dentifrice that wins lead- 
ership in 4 years. Lis- 


terine Tooth Paste, 25c 


Do you remember— 


When the good old family doctor came 
into the house how your heart began to 
thump? You didn’t know but what you had 
cholera morbus or something equally dread- 
ful. You saw yourself dying in no time. 


Then his firm, gentle hands poked you 
here and there. His bright, kind eyes na en 
down your gullet. And, oh, what a load left 
i mind when you learned that your trou- 
»le was only a badly inflamed throat and 
that Listerine would take care of it! 


The basic things of life seldom change: 
Listerine, today, is the same tireless enem 
of sore throat and colds that it was half a 
century ago. 


It is regularly prescribed by the bright, 
busy young physicians of this day, just as it 
was by those old-timers— bless their souls 


—who mixed friendship and wisdom with 
their medicines. 


Used full strength, Listerine kills, in 15 
seconds, even the virulent Staphylococcus 
Aureus (pus) and Bacillus Typhosus (ty- 

hoid) germs in counts ranging to 200,000,- 

)0. We could not make this statement unless 
we were prepared to prove it to the entire 
satisfaction of the medical profession and the 
U. S. Government. Three well-known bac- 
teriological laboratories have demonstrated 
this amazing germ-killing power of Listerine. 
Yet it is so safe it may be used full strength 
in any body cavity. 


Make a habit of gargling systematically 
with full-strength Listerine during nast 
weather. It aids in preventing the a Mrcone | 
of colds and sore throat. And often remedies 
them when they have developed. Lambert 


Pharmacal Company, St. Louis, Mo., U.S. A. 
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meal destroys the germs 
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togs as if accustomed to knickers and boots. 
She was the image of the Brenda Nolan he 
had first met in Addis Abeba. Yet he made 
no move to get sight of her face. It was 
another man-female. That was enough. 


AN HOUR in the smoking room again 
4 after dinner, alone in the grill. brought 
Tom Chester to a decision. He would put 
his civilized togs in storage the moment he 
ripped them off that 
night, get out his 
hunting kit, and get 
back to where he 
belonged. But no 
women! He'd take 
no more jobs where 
there were women 
\ woman belonged 
in a woman's place, 
in a woman's dress, 
doing womanly 
things to make a 
hard old world more 
endurable. He had 
not been’ thrown 
much in the society 
of such women as 
he had in mind; but 
he had definite ideas 


was going on in the 
big ballroom 


silken softnesses, 
tragrance, grace 
these belonged to 
womankind 

H glanced 
through the long 
long windows as he | 
passed down the 
veranda A dance | 


There } 


was good music, the 

room was awhirl 

with dainty frocks; 

the fragrance of 

subtle perfume was waited out to him 
Tom Chester suddenly stopped in his 

tracks. He thrust himself between two men 

standing in a window, and stared through 

the moving dancers. A big, red-necked oi- 

ficer in grand regimentals danced with the 

grace of a water buffalo. But his partner, 

half hidden by his bulk—she it was who 

caused Tom Chester to act like a boor. She 


was as dainty as her partner was gross. Her 
slim figure moved like a fragment of silk 
animated by a spirit. Her tawny hair held 
rich glints. Her face, upturned to her part- 
ner’s, was animated and sun ripened. Her 
slim ankles flashed in sheer silken hose, and 
her slippers seemed to be part of her shapely 
feet. Tom Chester remembered those same 
ankles and feet in far different gear 

“It is! It’s Brenda!” he ejaculated, and 
plunged through the open window and 
straight across the floor, seeing nothing, 
hearing nothing, as oblivious of angry 
dancers as of a suddenly afironted master 
of ceremonies who tried to intercept him. 

Somewhere Tom had attended a dance 
where men cut in. He had no idea whether 
the custom was recognized in good company 
or not; but he knew it was a mighty good 
custom—the best in the whole business of 
dancing. He plowed through startled dancers 
like a hippo through river sedges, and joy- 
ously slapped the officer on the back. He 
gathered Brenda to him before the officer 
had recovered breath, and whirled her away 
down the floor. She looked up into his face 
in amazement, compelled to keep step. Her 
eyes were wide and her lips parted. 

“Tom!” she gasped at last. “You’ve 
done it now! My gracious, you'll be thrown 
out!” Then she dropped her head on his 
shoulder, and he thought she was weeping, 
she shook so. But, in smothered tones, she 
managed to say—and he knew she was shak- 
ing with laughter 

“Oh, glory! And I’ve been thinking you 
dumb! Tom, do you know what you've 
done? You've taken me from the arms of 


Merry Christmas, Sir 


a most high nabob of your country’s army 
who is to ask uncle for my tair hand in 
marriage tomorrow morning! I'll bet they 
bowstring you, at the very least!” 

Tom heard, but he had no mind for any- 
thing except the sheer loveliness of her. Her 
soitness and tragrance bewildered his senses 
Brenda as 


This was a woman! This was 

he had always known she ought to be. No 
man-aping, knickered, booted hiker this. His 
being thrilled and 
throbbed to the 
touch of her. He 
had held her as 
- closely in his arms 
before, and never 
wanted to _ kiss 

her. Now—— 
‘“*Tom!’’ she 
said, and pinched 
his arm. “Tom, 


they're stopping 


the orchestra! 
General Wavland 
and the M.C. are 


coming—” 
Tom glanced up 
The ballroom was 


strangely quiet. 
For instant 
his senses reeled, 
then vears of jun 
gle training came 
to his relief. They 


were opposite an 
open French win- 
dow. He took her 
beneath his arm, 


as he had once be- 
fore, and with one 
swiit rush had 
carried her through 
the window, 
through a gaping 
crowd, and across 
the lawn into the street. The next thing she 
knew she was tumbled in a heap beside him 
in a taxicab, and vaguely she heard him say: 
“Drive out to the desert! Hurry! Five 
pounds if you let nobody overtake you!” 


HEY were among the sandhills, in a 
tiny The taxi was out of sight, 
Cairo bound. A fat, squat moon sat in mid- 
heavens. Shadowy figures flitted between the 
palms. Tom led her out into the moonlight, 
the sand spurting under their tread. 

“T can’t talk unless I'm walking, 
have a lot to say,” he said forcefully 

“You'll be asked to say a lot when—” she 
began to answer, with her own downright 
manner, when he gently pressed a finger to 
her lips 

“When I've said what I have to say to 
you, Brenda, there'll be nothing left to say 
to anybody else. Nothing that matters, any- 
how !” 

She shuddered, and he thought she was 
afraid, or cold. He put his arm around her 
again. She shivered; but nestled there 

“I think you're the bravest man I ever 
knew,” she whispered— “And the craziest!” 

For an hour she was unconscious of danc- 
ing slippers full of sand. She was oblivious 
to the speed of his progress, though he 
stalked on, dragging her with him, as if 
both were hurrying to make camp before a 
rising flood. He was talking, wildly, at times 
incoherently; but chiefly she gathered that 
he was giving wild reasons why she must 
not accept anybody else in marriage, tomor- 
row or at any other time. It was past mid- 
night; they met many people, natives or 
incoming parties, and all stared at her curi- 
ously. Tom plowed on, chattered on, saw 
nobody. It was womanly caution that made 
her realize just what this mad escapade might 
mean. She twisted from his arm, sat in the 
sand, and stated crisply 

“Far enough! I suppose it never entered 


oasis. 


and I 


your head that I shall be the talk of Cairo, 
and in no nice fashion? 


If I didn’t know 


I'd be sure vou 
I was intox 


vou tor a temperate man 

“Oh, don't be silly, Brenda! 
icated with you!” 

“Intoxicated? H’m! It seems I remember 
a good many days of fairly close intimacy 
when I didn’t even make you woozy! 

Her tone, the wise tilt of her small head, 
her forthright gaze, all helped vividly to re 
call those other days she referred to. He 
couid see her in fancy now: broken boots, 
ragged shirt, hair full of twigs, impudent 
and insistent on full fifty-fifty. 

“I remember days with a cheeky, dis- 
obedient, breeched and booted tomboy,” he 
said slowly “IT never met Brenda, the 
woman, until tonight. That tomboy could 
never intoxicate any man who had blood in 
his veins.” 

“And now you're intoxicated, just what is 
the idea? I have no expectation now that 
General Wayland will care to propose mar- 
riage to me. Are you going to?” 

“You know darn well I can’t!” he blurted 
out, stopping before her. “I’m nothing but 


a hired hunter. You- 
“Don’t you want to?” she went on, giv- 
ing him no time. “After the way you 


snatched me from the arms of an altogether 
eligible—” 

“Eligible, the devil! An old walrus! 
Brenda—”’ He had her hands again and 
pulled her to her feet. “I'll work like fury 
if vou'll wait until I can make——” 

“Listen to me, Tom Chester, and keep 
quiet. Awhile ago I got us both into a 
terrible mess in the jungle through sheer pig- 
headedness. I made you treat me fiity-fiity, 
didn't I? You pulled me out of that mess, 
in spite of my foolishness. Now it’s your 
bull-headedness that has got me into a pickle, 
and if you think you're not in it too you're 
crazier than I think vou.” 

She looked very small standing in the 
moonlight before him vet she dominated him 
completely. He could no more have inter- 
rupted her than fly. If he had guided her 
out of the jungle, he had no false impressions 


about who was the leading spirit now. She 
spoke as if she knew her ground. 
“What's the time?” she demanded. She 


took his hand and looked at his wrist watch. 
“Nearly one o'clock! You come with me, 
Tom Chester.” And as she led the way to- 
wards the distant city, she told him things. 

“This happens to be my birthday. I'm of 


age now. I’m my own mistress, and can do 
as I like. An hour ago Uncle Dyke was my 
guardian. This also happens to be Leap 
Year. There’s just one way to get out of 


this social jungle you've got us into, and I’m 
going to be the guide. You come with me!” 

“But, I say, Brenda,” he stammered, “I 
can't—” 

“Fifty-fifty, that’s us! I plan, and you 
obey. You won't ask me to marry you, so 
I'm going to do the asking myself. Come 
on. We don't want to be out here in day- 
light.” 

It was useless to oppose her. He had at 
last realized what a headlong bit of mad- 
ness his act had been. He had no idea how 
he could save her from scandal; but he had 
a very definite idea that a poor man’s mar- 
riage to a rich girl was no fifty-fifty proposi- 
tion, and he managed to blurt that bit of 
opinion so that she heard it. 

“You should have thought of that before 
crashing the ballroom!” she answered, and 
her shoulders shook. Her voice was agitated. 

“Hurry!” she said. 


HEY entered the city in the dawn. The 
moon had gone down, and they had fin- 
ished the long walk in darkness. In the first 
flush of day he caught a glimpse of her face, 
and she didn’t look as if she had suffered 
anything more than walking weariness, and 
not much of that. There was a dancing 
glint in her eyes, in fact. which made him 
doubt that she had really been upset. She 
stopped at an imposing residence. 
“Come on in and see the Consul.” she said. 
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The consul must have known her very well; 
he appeared, fully dressed, in ten minutes. 

“An unexpected pleasure, Miss Brenda,” 
he greeted her, politely but keenly scruti- 
nizing them both. “How can I serve you?” 

“How quickly,can you marry us, or have 
us married? I'll explain afterwards, but 
please believe me it’s very urgent. Can you 
arrange it at once?” 

“Does your uncle—” 

“This is my birthday, I’m twenty-one.” 

“H’m! I see. Perhaps it can be done.” 

“And please send a message to my uncle 
to come here to breakfast—if you will oblige 
me,” she added, coaxingly. Her smile was 
a tiny bit tired. The official did not refuse. 

“But I say, Brenda,” Tom cut in, “Really 
I—I won't go any less than fifty-fifty, and 
you know I can't—” 

“Hush! Stand up like a man! Don’t let 


this gentleman guess I’m dragging you to | 


the slaughter!” 

Tom suffered himself to be married, and 
somehow did not feel at all like a sacrifice. 
He was dazed. He wondered what old Dyke 
would say. What would the general do? 
Then the brief form was concluded. The 
Consul kissed the bride. Then woke Tom 
up. He took up his first marital duties 
with decision, and the Consul left them to 
arrange for breakfast. 

“Silly,” Brenda repeated, tapping his lips 
with her fingers, “I never intended to ac- 
cept the general, though he’s a dear old chap 
And if you're so insistent on playing fifty- 
fifty now, after the way you crabbed at my 
insistence on it, why, the Tropical Outfitting 
Company belongs to me, and today, when 
Uncle Dyke turns it over with an account- 
ing, don't you think I'll need a manager?” 

“We—ell,” murmured Tom, his lips in her 
hair, “if you put it that way—” 


Your Own Room 


[Continued from page 73] 


particular one is a goldy yellow, not the 


hard gold that is dingy and too often used, 


but a fresh, clear gold. 


There is green, too, that will blend with | 


your orchid and green scheme; a soft blue 
that is dainty, not hard and loud as so 
many blues are; and then there is orchid 
and rose—all good usable colors. 

The desk always needs a Christmas pres- 
ent—perhaps stationery, a new pen, a desk 
set, an unusual ink-well, a lamp or a port- 
folio. Here is one of those lovely Floren- 


tine portfolios that you seldom find out of | 


Italy, a mellow brown leather with the de- 
sign in dull gold. Whether you have a real 
desk, a secretary, or a table that serves 
that purpose, a portfolio is an excellent 
addition. This one is lovely in itself, and 
so practical, too, for inside there is plenty 
of blotter space for writing and many 
pockets to hold letters or stationery. It is 
rich looking and dignified and would add 
beauty to any type of desk. 

Last, but by no means least in importance, 
there is the lamp and shade. So often that 
is just what is needed to make your room 
complete. I wanted you to see this un- 
usual little French lamp with its prim silk 
shade. Such a lamp can be used on a 
small side table for a reading light, or on 
the dressing table or the bedside table, or 
even on the desk. The quaint porcelain 
base is graceful in design and the simplicity 
of the shade with the decorative base is 
well worth noting. 

And so it goes—something for the dresser, 
the desk, the bed, or even the chair. Per- 
haps you need some new cushions or a 
chaise longue throw—a new cigarette box 
or an ash tray. 

The Christmas gifts for your own room 
are limitless, but select them wisely—not 
because they are a fad, but because they 
are really fine. 


When 


bet BEAUTY 
is the Greatest 
Gift of All! 


This Beauty Box contains 
many of Madame Rubin- 
stein’s scientific skin prep- 
arations. Illustrated, 5.50. 
(Also 16.50 and 27.50) 
The other articles on this 
page picture a few of her 
newest accents of beauty. 


Enchanté Loose - Powder 
Double Vanity containing 
rouge and loose powder 
sifter; also six little boxes 
of Rubinstein powder in 
six varying shades. (3.00) 


The new Rubinstein 
Triple Vanity in striking 
modernistic design con- 
tains exquisite powder, 
rouge and lipstick. (2.50) 


MADAME HELENA RUBINSTEIN 


AN you think of any gift in the world 

you would rather have than Beauty? 
More than ever do you desire it now,—at 
this, your busiest, most exciting season! 
For it is so easy to look fatigued these 
pre-Christmas days—to show the effects of 
strain about the mouth and eyes. Unless. 
of course, you already know the Rubin- 
stein secrets of loveliness. In which case, 
surely you will want to share them with 
others! Give —then—many of Helena 
Rubinstein’s exquisite preparations to your 
friends this Christmas — preparations 
created with scientific certainty by the 


world’s greatest beauty specialist. 


For Flower-Like Beauty 


Valaze Water Lily Cleansing Cream, loveliest of 
all cleansers, imparts to the skin a silken, petal- 
smoothness. Indispensable to the smart dressing 
table! (2.50). Then there’s Valaze Beautifying 
Skinfood, that effective stimulating marvel which 
gives to all skins a delicate transparency. (1.00) 


Just before make-up, use one of the delightful 
Rubinstein semi-cream foundations, choosing one 
which best suits your type of skin and coloring. 
For a rachel tone, Valaze Water Lily Foundation 
for all skins (2.00). For a delicate ivory shade, 
Valaze Cream of Lilies for dry skins (1.50). For a 
protective natural finish, Valaze Balm Rose (1.00). 


For the Perfect Make-Up 


Use Valaze Complexion Powder if you have normal 
or oily skin; Novena Powder for dry skin. (1.00) 
Add Valaze Rouges: Red Raspberry for day; Red 
Geranium for evening—in compact (1.00) or en 
créme. (1.00 to 5.00). And for the final, exquisite 
touch—Valaze Cubist Lipstick, indelible, in Red 
Raspberry (medium and light), and Red Geranium. 
Black or golden case. (1.00) 


Personal Consultation: Visit the nearest Salon de 
Beauté for consultation without charge. Or write 
to Madame Rubinstein for complete instructions. 


Tune in on Helena Rubinstein’s VOICE OF 
BEAUTY—National Broadcasting Chain and Asso- 
ciated Stations, Nov. 28, Dec. 12 and 26 at 11:30 
A.M. Eastern Standard Time. 


you write to advertisers please mention SMART SeT MaGazine 


Cosmetic and home-treatment creations of HELENA RUBINSTEIN 
are obtainable at the better shops, or direct from the Salons. 
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inute Menu 


For a Holiday Dinner 
By Mabel Claire 


Decorations by ANN BROCKMAN 


F COURSE we all think of turkey Jar of pickles Assorted fruit 
when we think of our Holiday Dinner Stalk of celery 1 pound salted nuts 
so I will give you a menu with turkey Currant jelly 1 lb. assorted mints 
for those of you are lucky enough to be hav- Lemon Parsley 
ing it. But all of you may not have the Have the butcher dress the ducks and 


cooking equipment, or the room or the prepare them for stuffing. Light the oven 
time for a turkey dinner, so I am going to so that it will be hot for the duck. Singe 
give you other menus with duck or chicken the duck over a gas flame. Make the dress- 
ior the piece de résistance ing by cutting the loaf of bread into slices 

I have included assorted fruit in all of the and discarding the crusts. Butter the bread 
| menus, thinking you might like to use it for and cut the pieces into small cubes. Add 1 


your centerpiece as a table decoration. tablespoon of minced parsley, 1 teaspoon 

For the first holiday menu I will give salt, 4 teaspoon of pepper and '4 pound 

you the shopping list for four peo- of broken walnut meats. Mix well 

ple and the complete directions, and fill the ducks with dressing. 

e step by step for preparing it. The MART Thread a large darning needle with 

For natural loveliness other dinners are prepared in the ET’s twine. Sew up the opening over 
same way, except that the cook- ERVICE the dressing. Fasten the wings of 


Nature's own glow of youth and health. Lipsy. may buy the 

of Tangee... subtle individuality .. . yours plum pudding for 

and yours alone. the duck dinner or 
In an amazing way Tangee changescoloras 4, may make it. 

you put iton...and blends with each indi- | Wil) give vou a 

vidual complexion. Truly, a miracle of mir- recipe for it in this 

acles! Lips of Tangee ...no trace of grease 

or pigment. .. nothing except a lovely glow 

—so beautiful, so natural that it seems a part MENU 

of your own lips. And indeed it is for Tangee NUMBER I. 

leaves no thickness or substance, and it is per- Preparation Time 

manent as the day is long. 6) Minute: 


Tangee—one lipstick and one rouge for all complex- Roast Duck, Wal- 
ions. On sale everywhere. Tangee Lipstick in gunmetal nut Dressing 
case $1, in superb case of gold and black enamel $2.50. Cauliflower 
Tangee Rouge Compact 75¢. Tangee Creme Rouge $1. Baked Sweet Pot 
Tangee Face Powder, including the smart, new shade aked owee ota- 
Tangee Tan $1. Tangee Night Cream $1. Tangee Day toes 

Cream $1. Twenty-five cents more in Canada. Ask for Spiced Pimentos 
TANGEE, and be sure you see the name TANGEE. Paso Rings with 


twine. Fasten the 
legs together at 
the ends. Run the 
needle through the 
tail and ftasten 
the tail to the legs. 
Dust with salt and 
pepper. 

Broil under the 
gas flame until the 
ducks are well 
browned. Add 1 
cup of water to the 
pan and roast 40 
minutes in a_ brisk 
oven, basting with 
the liquid in the 
pan every 10 min- 
utes. Add more 


Mint water if it cooks 

| Pickles away 
Currant Jelly Scrub the sweet 
Celery potatoes and put 


them into the oven 
to bake 
Heat 1 quart of 


Hot Rolls 
Endive Salad, 
Russian Dressing 


—_ Plum Pudding water with 1 tea- 

Ice Cream or Hard Table decorations of fruit are spoon of salt for the 

Sauce more practical tha: flowers cauliflower. Wash 

for the holiday board. They = cauli- 

Assorted J ow o flo ts 

Beauty... for 20 Cents! can be eaten au a tant cournet into Rovere 

Twenty cents brings a miniature Tangee Beauty Ser—all Coffee water which should 
six items and the “Arc of Make-up." Address Dept.$S-12, Shopping List for Four People: be salted and boiling rapidly 

The George W. Luft Co.; 417 Fifth Ave., New York. | Two 214 pound ducks '4 pound walnuts Put the plum pudding to steam in a 

Head of cauliflower pound Endive steamer or colander over hot water. Boil 

8 sweet potatoes Mayonnaise rapidly. 

|2smalloranges Mint Chili sauce Open the pimentos, drain them and put 

ir ’ 1 can of pimentos Ice Cream, 1 quart them into the top of the double boiler. Add 

12 rolls Plum pudding, 1 lb. ™% cup of vinegar, % cup of sugar and 3 

ee | Large loaf of bread Cream whole cloves. Boil for a moment until the 
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sugar and vinegar are blended. Cook over 
hot water until dinner is served. 

Make the Russian dressing by blending 
4 tablespoons of mayonnaise with 4 table- 
spoons of Chili sauce. Wash the celery and 
endive. Put the celery into ice water. Dry 
the endive and*cut it into strips and arrange 
on salad plates. Cover with Russian dress- 
ing and place in the refrigerator. 

Peel the oranges. Slice them into thin 
slices and sprinkle them with chopped mint. 
It you cannot get fresh mint, the dried mint 
that is sold in bottles may be freshened with 
water and used. 

Drain the cauliflower. Dress it with 2 
tablespoons of butter, the juice of half a 
lemon, salt and pepper. Keep it hot. 

Remove the potatoes from the oven. Roll 
them lightly to soften them. Make a slit 
in one side. Insert a teaspoon of butter in 
each, sprinkle with salt and paprika. 

Remove the duck from the oven. Take 
away the string. Decorate the platter with 
the pimentos, oranges and mint or parsley. 

If you use the hard sauce for the plum 
pudding instead of the ice cream it should 
be made before hand and allowed to stand 
several hours on ice. 


MENU 
NUMBER II. 


Mushroom Soup 
Roast Turkey 
Oyster Dressing 
Mashed Potatoes 
Giblet Gravy 
Peas Olives Hot Rolls 
Cranberry Sauce 
Stuffed Celery 
Jellied Tomato Salad 


bay leaf. Soften one envelope of gelatin | 


in 4% cup of water. Add it to the boiling 
tomatoes and stir until the gelatin dissolves. 
Strain and pour into wet individual moulds: 
Harden on ice for several hours. Serve on 
lettuce with mayonnaise. 


MENU NUMBER III. 


Oysters on the Half Shell 
. Roast Chicken Poultry Dressing 
Mashed Potatoes 
Giblet Gravy 
Tiny Lima Beans 
Ripe Olives 


Red Cinnamon Apples 
Sweet Pickles Celery 
Hot Rolls 


It takes two and a 
half hours to roast 
an eight pound tur- 
key. But a turkey is 
worth the trouble— 
even though it 
knocks the 
spots from 
aah the sixty- 
minute 
program 


Mince Pie c 


French Ice Cream 
Assorted Fruit Nuts and Raisins 


Coffee 


Roast Turkey with Oyster Dressing 

Have the butcher dress the turkey and 
prepare it for stuffing. Singe it over an 
open flame. For an 8 pound turkey you 
will need two quarts of dressing. Slice the 
bread, discarding the crusts and butter it. 
Cut into small cubes. Moisten the dressing 
with 1 cup of oyster liquor. Add two dozen 
oysters, 2 teaspoons of salt and '4 teaspoon 
of pepper. Stuff the turkey at the crop and 
the lower part. Sew up the openings with 
heavy twine. Fasten the wings close to the 
body. Fasten the legs together at the ends. 
Run the needle through the tail and fasten 
the legs to the tail. Brown under a gas flame 
if possible before putting it in the oven. An 
8-pound turkey should cook two hours and 
a half. Baste it every ten minutes with the 
liquid in the pan. Remove the strings be- 
fore serving and decorate the platter with 
parsley. 

Giblet Gravy 

Cook the liver, heart and gizzard in 3 
cups of water for thirty minutes. There 
should be about 1 cup of liquid when done. 
Chop the giblets fine. Add 5 tablespoons oi 
flour to 6 tablespoonfuls of the fat from the 
pan in which the turkey was roasted. Stir 
until it browns. Add 3 cups of water and 
the broth from the giblets. Stir until smooth 
and thickened. Simmer for 10 minutes. 
Add the chopped giblets, and 1% teaspoons 
of salt and pepper. 


Jellied Tomato Salad 
Boil together one large can of tomatoes, 
one cup of water, one tablespoon grated 
onion, one teaspoon salt, '% teaspoon 
paprika, 4 whole cloves, a small piece of 


Asparagus Salad 
Ice Cream Fruit Cake 
Cluster Raisins Coffee Candy 


Roast Chicken, Poultry Dressing 


Stuff and truss the chicken in the same 
way the duck was prepared. It should cook 
20 minutes to the pound. The oven should 
be very hot when the chicken, previously 
browned under the gas flame, is put into it. 

Poultry dressing is made with 1 quart of | 
soft bread crumbs heated with 2 tablespoons 
of butter and 2 tablespoons of minced celery, 
1 tablespoon of minced onion and % cup of 
hot water. Add 1 teaspoon of salt, 1 tea- 
spoon of poultry seasoning, % teaspoon of 
pepper. When the dressing has cooled beat 
into it 1 well beaten egg. 


Red Cinnamon Apples 
Peel and core 8 small apples. Make a 
syrup of 2 cupfuls of sugar, 1% cupfuls of 
water. Add '% cup of red cinnamon candies 
and cook until the apples are tender, but 
not broken. 
utes. Serve around the roast chicken. 


Plum Pudding 


One quart of soft bread crumbs, 2 cups 
of suet chopped fine, 2 cups of sugar, 3 tea- 
spoons of baking powder, '%4 teaspoon of 
soda, 4 eggs beaten separately, % glass of 
non-alcoholic cooking sherry or orange juice, 
1 pound of currants, 1 pound of raisins, 1 cup 
of citron cut into thin slices, 1 teaspoon of 
cinnamon, 1 teaspoon of mace, % teaspoon 
of cloves. Put into buttered mould. Steam 


3 hours. The water should boil under the | 


steamer very hard. Add more water as it 
boils away. This pudding will keep in- 
definitely. When you wish to use it, steam 
for 30 minutes over boiling water. 


This should take about 30 min- | 


Mabel Claire knows that each hostess has an individual problem. 
The problem may be slight, or it may be important—but, what- 
ever it is, Miss Claire will be glad to help you with her advice and 
suggestions. A letter addressed to her in care of Smart Set, and 
enclosing a stamped envelope, will be promptly answered 
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bad news 


cavemen 


You he-men—here is bad news! Prepare 
to meet your fate. For a perfume has 
| been developed which is deadly to the 

great big strong man. One whiff of it and 
| you have that irresistible impulse to take 
her in your arms. So beware! 


But toyou, dear ladies, we will say just this: 


This scent is called Deja le Printemps 
| —Breath of Spring. Perfume experts at 
| home and in France are talking about it. 

Women are asking one another what it 

is. And even the obdurate male who 

prides himself on hating perfumes is 
taking one breath of it and murmuring, 

““You were never so lovely as tonight, 
my dear.”’ 


It is so simple, so innocent, yet so en- 
chanting. 


Wouldn’t you like to know at first hand what 
this new mode is? To make that easy and con- 
venient for you, we have prepared a special 
purse-size bottle which we will send you for 
only 10c. It is packed and sealed in France, and 
is ample for 15 days’ use. It should sell for a 
very substantial sum more, and we can send 
only one to a customer (there are larger bottles 
in the stores at $3.50 and up). So use the cou- 
pon and learn about Deja before everyone else 
knows about it, too. 


deja 
LE PRINTEMPS 
‘breath of spring: 


In France By Oriza L. LecRAND 


SL 


15-DAY BOTTLE 


MAURICE LEVY, Sole U. S. Agents, 
120 West 41st Street, New York. 


For the enclosed 10c, send me the 15-day 
purse-size bottle of Deja le Printemps. 
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The Party of The 


BUY 


DIAMONDS 


DIRECT 
FROM JASON WEILER & SONS 


oe Diamond Importers. Save 20 to 30°; 
over 0 years the house of Jason Weiler 
& dome, of Boston, has been one of the leading 


diamond importing concerns in America selling 
direct by mail to customers and dealers alike all 
the world at savings of from 20 to 10°. For 


sample 


Ladies’ 
DIAMOND 


$200.00 


| BeautifulSolid Platinum 
Ring, exquisitely hand 
carved and pierced. Set 
with fine, full-eut blue 
white Diamond in con 
bination with 2 marquise 


p of other im / 

, carat $31.00 | 1 carat $145.00 

« carat 50.00 | 2 carats 290.00 
carat 73.00 


We Invite You to Open 


A CHARGE ACCOUNT 


if desired, rings will be sent to any bank you may 

ume or any Express 
Co. with privilege of 
examination our 
diamond guarantee 
for full value for all 
time goes with every 
purchase 


WRITE TODAY 
FOR THIS 
FREE CATALOG 


“HOW TO BUY 
DIAMONDS” 
This book is beauti 
fully tustrated Tells 
how to judge, select 
and buy diamonds 


ells how they mine 
cut and market dia 


monds This book 
showing weights 
sizes, prices ar vd qual- 
ities $20.00 to 
$20.000.00 is con- 
sidered an authority 


Jason Weiler & Sons 
320 Washington St., Boston, Mass. 


” and Pr anklin Streets 
le 


r 187¢ 
Forcign yencies: Am and Paris 


A Shop Full of Foolishness 


PARTY 
FAVORS 


FOR ALL OCCASIONS 
, Special Offer for a Party of 50 


50 Colored Paper Hats 
50 Assorted Noisemakers | F 

50 Large Balloons, and rf 310 
300 Rolls of Streamers. 


ROSS SOL VENIR co. 
26 West 33rd St., N.Y. C. 
Between Sth Ave. and B' way 


PRETTY ANKLES $3.75 
per pair 


Dr. Walter's CAIVES Ankle Bands—extra 
live Para rubber, support and shape ankle 
and calf while reducing them. Perfect 
fitting. Can be worn under hose 
" worm at night reduces and shapes 
1 fou can note improve- 
ment in arkie atonee. Relieves 
ewelling and varicose veins 


My 


In & ering ond ankle and calf mea rubber 
known the 
ure check 
money order (no cash world over 
Dr. JEANNE S. S. WALTER eas 
389 Fifth Avenue New York City reliability. 
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“Christmas Dinner” 


T THIS mo- By head of the table 
ment the marked “Place No. 


most threat- 
ening event on the 
party horizon is, 
like it or not, the family 
dinner Thanksgiving, 
Christmas and New 
Year’s Day are each and 
all of them in danger of 
family reunions The 
problem is to give every- 
one, from. severe old 
Aunt Kate with her 
quotations from the 
Book of Proverbs, to 
nasty little cousin Willie, 
—to give every one no 
matter how unpleasantly related, the time of 
their various lives. 

Begin with the seating arrangements at 
the table. Make a game of putting your 
relations in their proper places. Here is a 
puzzle place card idea that doesn’t take long 
to solve and is easy to get up for yourself. 

Just before dinner is ready and all are 
still in the living room, give every one a 
place card. No one knows whether it is his 
own place card or some one else’s. Neither 
do you. You make this point clear to them 
The place card might look something like 
this: 

Alphabet —54231184 

The key to the whole thing is simply that 
the numbers in the top row following the 
word “Alphabet,” are the numbers of the 
letters in the alphabet. 

To keep the folks from guessing it all 
from the first letter, you can use either first 
or last names, initials, or put Miss, or Mr., 
or Mrs., in front of a name. Here is the 
key to the alphabet: 


a—l h— 8 v—22 
b—2 i- 9 p—16 w—23 
c—3 j--10 q—17 x—24 
d—4 k—-11 r—i8 y—25 
—12 s—19 z—26 
f—6 m—13 t—2 

n—l4 u—2l1 


The number under the line indicates the 
place at the table. When they all go into 
the dining room, they will find a card at the 


Edward Longstreth 


Decorations by L. 


If you want games for special 
parties, write to Edward 
Longstreth, in care of Smart 
Set Magazine, 221 W est called ‘Dates.’ The 
Sith St., New York, N. Y. “Date” place card looks 
Enclose a stamped self-ad- 
dressed envelope, and allow February '20. 
at least two weeks for reply 


1.’’ The other 
places are in order 

to the right. 
Another quick and 
amusing way of seating 
a crowd at dinner with 
pleasant confusion, babel, 
and excitement, is a ci- 
phered place card stunt 


T. HOLTON 


something like this: 13th 


Just that and nothing 
more. Every one is told 
the numbers indicate 
their names. As a matter of fact, the first 
number, the date of the day, represents the 
first letter in the first name. The last num- 
ber, the date of the year, represents the letter 
beginning the last name. This gives the 
initials of the first and last names. 


HE name of the month indicates the 

place at the table. When all have their 
right cards, and go into the dining room 
they see the head of the table is marked 
“January,” and take places around to the 
right in order of the months. If there are 
more than twelve persons, the names of the 
7 days of the week are used in addition to 
the 12 months, as follows: The thirteenth 
place at the table might read on the place 
card, “Sth Sunday ’07.” 

If there are more than nineteen present, 
the names of the seasons are added, so that 
the twentieth place might read, “3rd Spring 
*11,’"—which doesn’t make much sense but 
does make party spirit 

If there are conflicting initials, the middle 
initial is used right after the first, so that 
the card mivht look like this: “23rd—17th 
Summer ’14” which makes even less sense 
but more party fun. And after all—when 
you get right down to it—it’s not sense 
that you want in a game—it’s fun in large, 
lusty quantities. A rolling laugh keeps a 
party from gathering moss. 

Next month we shall show you a game to 
play after a hearty dinner. 
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Restaurant 
Manners 


[Continued from page 72) 


bacon. Many a woman lunches at the Ritz 
on bran muffins, buttermilk and a_ baked 
apple, without even incurring the waiter’s 
surprise. But if you don’t like simple foods, 
order as elaborate a dish as you like—cer- 
tainly something that is rather a treat and 
you don’t have each day at home. Why 
not shad roe instead of roast beef; calé 
parfait instead of vanilla ice cream? 

If a dish on the menu is unfamiliar don't 
be afraid to ask the waiter what it is. He 
will be glad to suggest a specialty of the 
house or of the day, or your host or hostess 
is always pleased to make suggestions for 
your approval. 

In ordering a dinner it is well to remem- 
ber that restaurant portions are large and to 
proceed through all courses from soup to 
nuts requires a valiant appetite and a slen- 
der figure. In ordering a la carte it is often 
wise to omit either soup or salad or both, 
and to limit the meal to three courses: first 
oysters or fruit cocktail, then fish or meat 
with vegetables and last a desert with coffee. 

The considerate guest has an eye for the 
figures on the right side of the menu card, 
but she takes care not to make this so obvi- 
ous that her host is aware of it. A man 
likes a woman who spares his purse, but he 
dislikes being made conscious of the fact 
that she is doing it. While you need not 
take the most expensive dishes on the card, 
don’t offend his hospitality by choosing 
too scantily. 

Of course if it is a table d’hote meal, 


. you are spared the necessity of choosing. 
To quote from Eugene Field’s little poem, 
: “Table d’hote is different from orderin’ 
h a la carte, 
l. In one case you get all there is, in | 
4 t’other, only part.” 
t 
; Even in table d’hote you need not take 
S every course unless you wish to. 
T IS an unwritten law that privacy is Why has Lesquendieu created his perfect lipstick in eight distinct 
see friends or acquaintances at a nearby > . 
d shades? Because every woman who follows the caprices of the mode 
go over and chat with them unless they are 
intimates andi indicate tor needs at least three different lipsticks to provide the correct accent of 
you to do so. Even then do not tarry. 
a Above all, never carry on conversation color to her costume. Morning, noon, and night, with their varying 
e from table to table even at the most infor- : 
mal family hotel, ss or woman come: lights and shadows, also demand subtle changes in make-up. With 
to your table to speak to you, the man with | ; ‘ante F 
eight fascinating shades to choose from, every woman will find ber 
the visitor leaves. The woman never rises | 
r unless the newcomer is an older woman | three favorites in Lipstick Tussy. This lipstick is a miracle of smooth. 
e whose years demand this deference. 
“ A man never leaves a woman alone at ness, delicacy and lasting quality. It leaves a breath of fragrance on 
e — in an emergency. | F | 
| t is good manners as well as good busi- our lips and a smo 
h ness for a = to look over his check before y P oth touch of the correct color. In the smartest of 
aying it. he finds a mistake, he quietly | 
re oe ew | galalithe containers, Lipstick Tussy comes to you sealed and packaged 
t, In leaving the restaurant, as in entering | 
* it, the woman precedes and here again it is in France. Lesquendieu, Incorporated, 683 Fifth Avenue, New York. 
1g courteous to nod good night to the head 


waiter if he chances to be at the door. 


ut — 
| 

| 

Helen Hathaway stands ready to 

th give help on all problems that have 


~ to do with etiquette and social usage. 
a If any question of manners is troub- 
e, ling you, write Miss Hathaway for 
a her advice, enclosing a stamped, 
self-addressed envelope, and you’ll 


receive an answer very quickly. © L 1929 
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20 Ways to Avoid Divorce 


restrict liberty and reduce happiness to a 
minimum 

You learn 
women who 
subject is universally discussed there, just 
as the symptoms of various patients are 
discussed in the corridors, rooms and piazzas 
of hospitals 


and 


The 


irom men 
divorce 


that in Reno 


are seeking a 


Divorce is not only the most popular 
conversational subject in Reno, but the 
town's chief source of revenue. Divorce to 
Reno is what steel is to Pittsburgh and 

itomobiles are to Detroit. It’s largest and 
busiest factory is the Washoe County court- 
house on Virginia Avenue, which is called 


The Woman’s Exchange” because so many 
women have divorced one husband and im- 


mediately married another within its por- 
tals 

Reno, itself, is a beautiful ultra modern 
little city nestling in a natural cup formed 


by foothills on one side and the majestic 
Sierra Nevada mountains on the other. 
Normally, it would be just another frontier 
town, one of an interminable string stretch- 


ing from the Atlantic to the Pacific along 
the main lines of the nation’s great rail- 
road arteries. 

Divorce gave it élan which can be 


found in no other town or city in the world 
It is a miniature Paris or New York, iso- 
lated from San Francisco, the nearest great 
city to th. west by two hundred miles of 
heavily timbered mountains, from Salt Lake 
City, six hundred miles to the east, by 
mountains and a strip of desert. 

Its streets, which should be 
isphalt roads, are of concrete 
that put most of those of New York to 
hame Virginia Avenue, its Fifth Avenue, 
or Michigan Boulevard o1 Rue de la Paix, 
with any of those famous de luxe show 

Its inhabitants call it the “Biggest 
Town in the World” and if you stay 
vere a while you'll appreciate that there 
is a lot more than local pride in what they 
Sal It is certainly more cosmopolitan than 
iny other cities in the United States except 
New York and San Francisco 

Reno became the world’s divorce capital 
in 1926 when the Nevada Legislature short- 
ened the required legal residence of people 
suing for divorce from six to three months 
The short legal residence and the fact that 
Reno divorces are recognized by New York 
and Canada, whose divorce requirements are 


lackadaisical 
and a width 


vies 
places 
Little 


rigid, brings about five to six thousand 
men and women there a year, in the pro- 
portion of seven women to three men. 

They come in from every part of North 


America at the rate of from twelve to four- 


teen hundred every three months 

Reno’s social complexion completely 
changes every three months The same 
social classes prevail, of course, but each 
is filled with new faces in those periods 
Go to Reno in April, make a thousand 
charming acquaintances, go back there in 
August and all these will have disappeared 

Reno has a season just as sharply defined 
is that of a summer or winter resort. It 
opens in April and ends the last of October 
It is then that the town’s most numerous 
and prosperous class, the lawyers, sow and 
reap their harvests. In these months the 
hotels, apartment houses and magnificent 
private dwellings are full Its gambling 
houses, its clubs, its dude ranches and its 
race track entertain the thousands of men 
and women who come into the town un- 
happily married and go out happily un- 
married 

The Last Frontier Town” is another of 


Reno’s sobriquets bestowed upon it by its 
affectionate citizens, both permanent and 
temporary. It is just that—a most sophis- 


[Continued from page 40] 


ticated and brilliant frontier town, where 
one can get a drink of anything from cham- 
pagne to “mountain dew,” or one can play 
for any limit at faro, roulette, craps, chemin 
de ter, chuck-a-luck, keno or blackjack. 
The background is that of the great open 
where men are men, and as one 
charming petitioner once told me, “di- 
vorcées are glad of it.’ Along Commercial 
Street, and in the well-lit ways of Douglas 
and Lincoln alleys where the drinking clubs 


spaces 


and gambling houses abound, one comes 
upon a motley varicolored crowd of silent, 
respectful, wind-burned and slow-moving 
men, whose eyes are crinkled with sun 
glare and the constant staring into far 
places They are cowboys, sheep-herders, 
hunters, trappers, miners, prospectors, lum- 
berjacks, railroad men, section hands, Mex- 
icans and Indians, dressed in the costume 


of their various activities, in town to shoot 
their hard-earned wages at the gaming ta- 
bles or at the bar. 

It is wide-open but strictly governed. 
Women divorcées make the rounds of the 
clubs at least once during their residence 
because one would never leave Reno with- 
out doing They gamble at the tables 
or drink their drinks standirg at the bars. 
Yet never in the town’s history has a wom- 
an been insulted there or even accosted. 

When I exclaimed my wonder at this 
to a divorcée, she said, “But, of course! 
Every woman—and no man—is safe in 
Reno.” 


so. 


GAINST this background are the di- 
4 Avorce colonists coming irom every state, 
from Canada and even from Paris, since 
Paris divorce decrees are not always recog- 


nized as valid by states like New York, 
New Jersey, Massachusetts and West Vir- 
ginia. They represent every phase of social 


life and in Reno they live their accustomed 
lives The wealthy and the _ well-to-do 
inhabit the hotels and the better apartment 
houses. Some even lease private homes 
during their stay there for as high as ten 
thousand dollars. 

These people pass their time as best they 
may, mostly in a social activity of a sort. 
Social lines are not sharply drawn in Reno 


and little groups are formed by compati- 
bility. Companionship, especially for wom- 
en, becomes a vital need. The town has 


a peculiar psychological reaction on them. 

Generally, when a woman arrives in Reno 
to spend three months waiting for her 
divorce, she comes incognito. Sometimes, 
when she is a celebrity, she registers under 
an assumed name. Her identity is jealously 
guarded. For the first two weeks, she re- 
mains aloof, nervous and miserable. Then 
she blossoms out and acts as her character 
bids her. I've heard women, shortly after 
their arrival, declare they despised the town 
and pronounce it nothing but an outdoor 
prison. And I have seen these same women 
cry bitterly because. having obtained their 
divorce, thev had to leave it 

Those who aren't wealthy go on working 
at anything that will keep them. Nearly 
all the clerks, manicurists, bell boys, cham- 
bermaids, salesmen, druggists’ assistants, 
barbers, nurses and taxi drivers are in Reno 
for a divorce 

Most Reno divorces are brought on the 
grounds. of extreme cruelty, the legal term 
for incompatibility, and are uncontested. 
Husband and wife have agreed to disagree 
and it remains only for the courts to give 
legal sanction to a permanent separation 
which, often, has been in existence for years. 


The “causes” as given by petitioners for 
divorce in Reno, of course, are as far re- 
moved from the real causes as day is from 


night. Only by persistent questioning and 
search can the latter be unearthed 

“When people come to Reno tor a di- 
vorce,” Judge Bartlett told me, “they have 
generally agreed to dissolve their marital 
partnership which the statutes regard as a 
civil contract liable to abrogation by mutual 
consent. 

“There is rarely any chance for a recon- 
ciliation. Most of the cases have the roots 
of their difficulties ten or fifteen years back. 
The causes for divorce are as many and 
divergent as the individuals concerned. It 
is very difficult to ascertain the real reasons 
behind any suit for divorce. Even the peo- 
ple concerned do not really know them. 

“The courts assure themselves by ques- 
tioning and investigation that no hardship 
will fall upon the individual, either by the 
payment of alimony, as in the case of the 
husband, or by the lack of it, in the case 
of the wife. Then they ascertain that the 
welfare of the children of these unions will 
not be jeopardized. Satisfied as to these 
elements they grant the divorce.” 

ELL, what were these fundamental 
and obscure causes ? 


I found that mismating was one of the 
most frequent and irreconcilable causes of 
divorce. Time after time I met with it 
during my investigation 


I quote the wife of a famous surgeon, a 
personable, well-poised and understanding 
woman who had been a nurse before her 
marriage. She held her husband in the 
highest respect but she hastened to point 
out that their case was hopeless from the 
start. 

‘We were absolutely mismated,” she said. 
“We found that out, of course, very early 
in our married life. And we both knew 
that there was no remedy for it. But be- 
cause of his position in the medical world 
we agreed to make the best of it and we 
did fairly well for two years 

“Then we began to get on each other's 
nerves so that the association made neces- 
sary by his position became a_ constant 
torture 

“I was glad when my husband came to 
me and told me he had fallen in love with 
another woman and wanted to marry her. 
He asked me to divorce him. I am glad 
to do so both for his sake and my own. 

“IT am sure that you will find, during 
your investigation of divorce, that physical 
incompatibility and the brutality of hus- 
bands caused by ignorance are very frequent 
causes of it. It is a very delicate subject 
but I should think, a very necessary one 
to bring to the attention of your readers. 

“No young man or woman should marr: 
without a thorough knowledge of certain 
sexual laws. I haven't the slightest doubt 
that half the Ciseases of the nerves suffered 
by women have had their root in unfor- 
tunate marital experiences. And I am sure 
you will find that these things are very 
frequently behind petitions for divorce.” 

She was right. 


NOTHER class, hopeless for stable and 

long continued matrimony, which whirls 
frequently into Reno for a divorce, is made 
up of emotionally independent women, who 
have learned the truth of Kipling’s state- 
ment that, 

“The more you have known of the others, 

The less will you settle to one.” 

They are the women who are in love 
with love. One beautiful, clever woman 
who is well known in the exclusive circles 
of New York and Paris, voiced her views 
on marriage and divorce over a_ cocktail 


in her hotel apartment 
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“No intelligent person,” she told me, “re- s 
mains married to the same man for more 
than three years because that is the length -=_ 
of time it takes a love affair to run its 


course. 
“And any intelligent person of either sex 
unscrupulous enough can break up the hap- 


piest home within two weeks provided he Is This the Beauty Secret 


or she has sufficient opportunities. In fact, 

the third party is the real cause for most —_— a 

of the divorces I’ve seen. of the RYa, CCH Sta? S&S 
“Any wife or husband is placed in a 

difficult position by such a person. Un- Can Ever » Woman Double 

consciously, a woman compares every man y 

she meets with her husband and every man Her Beauty With Make-Up? 

does the same. A sympathetic word dropped 

carelessly into the ears of a wife, and an 

understanding and adoring attitude adopted Read the Answer by 


by almost any woman to almost anybody’s 


husband, will start the wife feeling sorry ; Re = \ 
for her self and the husband believing that Hollywood's Ma eC Up 

the owner of the adoring attitude is the | 
most intelligent and charming woman in King— Max Factor / 
the world. The rest is Reno or its equiva- 
ee HAT we have discovered 


in pictures about beauty, 


ROFESSIONAL and business women | about make-up, about cosmetics 

make up a large proportion of Reno’s | ...every woman should know. 
constantly changing divorce colony. They | True! Make-Up is magic... but 
are the victims of their executive gifts. One | in. wand of make-up is not so 
of them, the proprietor of one of Park 
Avenue’s most exclusive modiste establish- 2 f 
ments, told me her typical story. woman cannot wave it over herself 

“When my husband and I were married,” | and produce in her own likeness 
she said, “he insisted that I give up my the vision of beauty she has always 
position as designer in one of New York’s | gdreamed of.” And then Max 
largest department stores. It hurt me to 
do it because it represented a certain achieve- 
ment that had taken years to gain. But I 
understood his feelings in the matter and | the leading motion picture stars, told me the secrets of make- 
I was very much in love. I did so. up which every woman will want to know. 

“At first it was hard, but when our two 
children arrived they took up most of my 
time, and I became as domestic as if I had 
never been in business. He is an automobile wood, leading screen stars are using a new kind of make-up 


magical, so mysterious that every 


Joan Crawford, 
M-G-M Star, dis- 
cusses with Max 
Factor her color 
harmony in make- 


Factor, Hollywood's genius of 
up for evening 


make-up, creator of make-up for 


| If you would double your beauty. .listen..! In Holly- 


sales manager, handling one of the more for social and evening wear. It is based on cosmetic color 
expensive cars and we lived up to the last | harmony—conceded to be the greatest beauty discovery of 
penny of his income. the age. Max Factor's genius developed it, as only he could 


‘During a period of financial depression .+. for no other person has had the unique and valuable ex- 


a few years back, people stopped buying : 
‘ a Pp ying perience of being beauty advisor to the stars since the days (Center) Josephine Dunn, M-G-M Star, 


high-priced automobiles and his income ‘ 
dropped sixty-five per cent almost over- of one-reel features. From this experience has come faultless finds glorious beauty in her own color har- 
night. Our savings, of course, were rapidly beauty in make-up. Color harmonies in powder, rouge, lip- mony make-up suggested by Max Factor. 
depleted and after living on mine a few stick and other make-up essentials that produce the most ex- 

months we agreed, on my suggestion, that quisite, life-like beauty effect imaginable, blending in perfect Lupe Velez, United Artists Star, enthuses 
I go back to work until the depression lifted. harmony with complexion colorings and personalities. about the mystery and fascination Max 
I got a job in the shop I now own. It did ‘ Factor gives to the eyes with make-up. 


not pay very well, but anything was better 
than nothing just then. And each star has her ewn individual color harmony, too e 

“It was agreed that we would pool our | —just the exact shades in each essential to blend into a Discover the 
joint incomes for the maintenance of our make-up ensemble exactly suited to her own individual self 


home, and buy things we needed individ- | —-suggested by Max Factor to accentuate the allure of nat- Secret Yourself 


ually out of what remained of our own 
salaries ural beauty. No wonder millions silently applaud the fasci- 

“Well, the depression passed and for sev- | "ting beauty of the stars, I REE 
eral weeks I was afraid my husband would 
suggest that I give up my job. But he And now, good news for you and every reader. Max Factor ate a natural, alluring beauty of 


never mentioned it. Then I began to notice 


that I was bearing the brunt of the expenses offers to send to you your own individual complexion analy- almost indescribable charm by 
while he was using his income for his own | *S and make-up chart; also a copy of his book, “The New working wonders with everyday 
adornment and personal comfort. Art of Make-Up”. A priceless gift... for it will give to you make-up. Mail the coupon ‘now 

“I remonstrated about this and the re- | the way of a new beauty, a new fascination which heretofore to Max Factor, Hollywood's King 


monstrance brought on a violent quarrel, has been held within the glamorous world called Hollyw ood, of Make-Up, today... now! 
the first really serious disagreement we had | ; ; 


in shaming him by working, it was no mere CMAX SFACTOR’S Society MAKE-UP 


than right that I should maintain an estab- 


lishment that was created primarily for me HOLLYWOOD 


and the children. ” 
“So I continued at my work under that | Cosmetics of the Stars 
arrangement. I had attracted many of my | MAIL FOR YOUR COMPLEXION ANALYSIS 
and my employer suggested that I become | M*. Max Factor—Max Factor Studios, Hollywood, Calif. 14-12-11 _ COMPLEXION COLOR OF EYES LIPS 
a partner in the firm. I accepted the part- Dear Sir: Send me a complimentary copy of your 40-page book, Light | ‘ Mout) 
shi d “The New Art of Make-l and personal complexion analysis. I enclose 
nership and eventually, I bought her out 4 P P . Fair OLOR OF LASHES | __ Dry 
I woke up one day to the fact that my nl | = | 
husband and I had drifted a long ways | Name Ruddy | COLOR OF HAIR] Oily | 
apart. The thing that wakened me was a Ok | 
love letter I found lying on his dresser one | Sallow | “Answer in spaces | Age 
day. When I confronted him with it, he | Ciy ive _| te 


told me he was in love with another 
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and suggested that I get a divorce. I seem 
to follow his suggestions 

The world would say that another wom- 
in had come between us and broken up 
our home. But it was money and my hus- 
band’s jealousy of me because my income 
had become greater than his. I had hurt 
his masculine pride 

li I had it to do over again, I would 
have continued as the wife and mother and 
starved along with him till he got back on 
his feet Also, even if I went to work, I 
would never mention the tact that I was 
making more money than he was. But it 
is too late now.” 


AILURE of the husband to provide his 

wife and children with a home or to 
keep up that home after he has provided it, 
is another trequent cause tor Reno divorces. 
Into this enters drink, laziness, incapability 
ind lack of respect 

“My husband,” a little blonde beauty told 


me, “is one of the best-known cartoonists 
in this country Perhaps you know him.” 
I did “Well, then, you know what a 


drunkard he is. We have a little son, who 
is the image of his father. For years my 
husband has made a big salary Yet our 
lives have been passed in an endless succes- 
sion of cheap flats and rented suburban 
homes. If he would only quit drinking, he 
would be as fine a husband as ever lived. 
Sober, he is considerate, kind and consci- 
entious. Drunk, he is impossible. I finally 
came to the conclusion that he would go 
on that way forever. So I told him I was 
going to get a divorce 

At first, he was shocked and deeply 
grieved but after thinking it over, he agreed 
with me that it was doubtful whether he 
would ever change. He gave me all the 
money he could scrape together before I 
left to come out here and the last thing 
he said to me was, ‘Charlotte, be sure and 
isk for plenty of alimony and make them 
throw me in jail if I don’t pay it. You're 
a great little pal and I hate to lose you.’ 

‘Of course I love him. I always will love 
him. But what is a woman with a baby 
voing to do with a man like that if she 
doesn't divorce him?” 


N OTHERS-IN-LAW seem to justify the 
4 comic conception ol them, only their 
influence in divorce cases is far from comic 
I talked to nearly a hundred men and wom 
en who. in the story of the causes of the 
divorces they were seeking, revealed the 


mother-in-law as the prime cause of all 
the others. I will quote a man and a woman. 
They are both typical. They prove that 
when a couple moves the mother of either 
of them into their new home, it is almost 
certain that she will eventually break up 
that home, sometimes through jealousy, but 
often with the best intentions in the world 

The wife of a Chicago bank cashier told 
me her story between dances at The Willows, 
a roadhouse just a mile south of Reno, 
where everybody goes 

An evening at The Willows carries more 
varied entertainment than one can get in 
any other road house in the United States. 
There is a great ballroom with generous 
booths along its sides which glows in the 
radiance of soft varicolored lights. There 
is a bar where one can have anv wine or 
liquor one desires. There is The Blue Room, 
where George Hart, a minstrel of the new 
age, croons songs of ancient and modern 
vintage over a grand piano of which he is 
a master. There is the gaming room where 
one lays one’s bet on the red or the black 
of the roulette wheel, or shoots craps against 
the house for anything to the limit of a 
thousand dollars, or plays blackjack with 
a dealer who hides his rapid calculations and 
his opinion of you behind a courteous mask. 

We had done a little gambling. We had 
sat together in The Blue Room while Hart 
sang soitly. And at the moment we were 
sipping a rich burgundy and watching the 
couples swaying rhythmically on the dance 
floor 

“This,” she told me, “is a heaven out of 
which I was cast when I married my hus- 
band. I come to The Willows or to Law- 
ton Springs every night. I was starving 
for lights and music 

“When I met my husband, I never thought 
of his having a mother. Even after I had 
met her the first time and tried my best to 
sustain her critical gaze, I didn’t think it 
was important. But it was. Tremendously 

“He was an only child. He was a Chris- 
tian child and he had been tv college and 
had learned that not quite all the men and 
women who dance in this world are taking 
their place in a chute that would bounce 
them very much below in the next. But 
he didn't approve of dancing. He said it 
bothered his conscience. Possibly, I thought, 
it was because he dances very badly 

“We were married and we were very 
happy until his mother came to live with us 
She was a strong and rockbound woman. 
She worshipped her son and she _ hated 


I think 
call you Bill 


me. She let me know often that I was not 
good enough for him. She had dominated 
him all his life and he was in the habit ot 
consulting her about every move he made 
I suspect that when he broached the subject 
of me as a prospective wife, she disap- 
proved. But on that one subject he held 
out so strongly that she let him have his 
way. 

“Anyhow, shortly after her arrival, I 
found that I was full of wicked impulses 
like a desire for bright lights and dances 
and people. I was un-Christian and world 
ly, a fact which was brought to my atten- 
tion by my mother-in-law who used the 
Old Testament copiously to point her moral 
and adorn her tale. 

“Things went on that way for a year 
As a husband, he was a wonderful Chris- 
tian banker. He did very well by me 
at the bank. Finally, I delivered my ulti- 
matum. Either his mother or I left the 
house. He laughed. There never was a 
doubt in his mind about that. I could go 

“When he found my going meant Reno 
and divorce, he tried to dissuade me. He 
would do anything in the world I asked 
except put his mother out of our home 
She bombarded me with scriptural texts. 
I'll bet I've heard that old one, ‘What God 
hath joined together let no man put asunder’ 
just a million times. 

“They finally persuaded me to try it all 
over again and for a while things were a 
great deal better. My husband urged me 
to go out to teas and other social affairs 
in the afternoon. I did and I got so I was 
ashamed of myself for treating his mother 
the way I had. Then one day I learned 
that my every move was shadowed by a 
detective. I did a little of the same kind 
of thing through a newspaper woman friend 
of mine. She learned that the detective had 
been retained by my mother-in-law. That 
finished everything and here I am.” 


HE man’s view of the mother-in-law 

in the home was given me by a mag- 
azine writer who had come to Reno to 
finish a series of detective stories while he 
pressed a plea for divorce against his wife 
on the grounds of extreme cruelty. 

“Ellen,” he said, “is a nice kid. Alone, 
she would make any man a good wile. 
Accompanied by her mother, she is simply 
a pest. 

“We were married four years before the 
old lady was anything more to me than a 
thin-lipped woman I'd eaten a couple ot 
Thanksgiving dinners with—a figure in a 
long skirt and a Gibson head-dress. Then 
Ellen’s father died, I think, gratefully, and 
left her mother a widow 

“When we got that letter, I felt sorry 
for her, a woman alone in the world. In a 
most ungodly cruel moment I said, ‘Why 
don't you have her come and live with us?’ 

“She came. She cried. And she settled 
down—on me. She had always been nice 
to me and she had told me many times 
how lovely I had been to her little daugh- 
ter and how lucky she was to have such 
a son-in-law. 

“But it wasn’t long after her arrival that 
I began to suspect that I wasn’t such a prize 
husband after all. Ellen and I had always 
gotten along pretty well together. We had 
our knockdown and drag-out fights like 
every married couple has. But we always 
forgot it by next morning. I never tried 
to be boss around the house, but there were 
certain things that we both recognized as 
in my province. About two weeks after 
the old girl arrived, I found that Ellen was 
making the decisions in such matters. When 
I remonstrated with her, she told me her 
father had always submitted to her mother 
in questions of that sort 

“Well, I thought that one over for a 
while and waited. By and by, Ellen got to 
running everything. Woman's place, she 
said, was in the home. She didn’t say 
where the man’s place was, but I gathered 
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by watching certain little signals that passed 
between the two women that it might just 
as well be the ash can as far as I was 
concerned. 

“Ma achieved the quality of omnipresence. 
When she wasn’t there in the flesh, she ap- 
peared every minute or so in Ellen’s con- 
versation or in orders she had left for her 
beloved daughter to execute. When I finally 
kicked about it, Ellen calmly informed me 
that she had decided to leave me flat. 

“She has repented since. She has wired, 
written and telephoned that she would fight 
the divorce. But I’m through with her. I 
lost all affection I ever had for her. The 
old lady made a mess of her husband's life 
and her daughter, I can see, is just like her.” 

One of Reno’s foremost attorneys, William 
\. Woodburn, whose tremendous income is 
derived chiefly from divorce, insists that 
half the divorces granted in the United 
States could be avoided if men and women 
could bring themselves to see marriage as 
a partnership in which both parties have 
the right to expect the good faith, courtesy, 
consideration, and understanding that they 
would give to each other if they were in 
business as members of the same sex. 

“There are certain marriages,” he said, 
“that are doomed to almost certain failure. 
Hasty marriages and marriages in which 
both parties have married out of their age 
and class. May never mates successfully 
with December. It is not only the question 
of age that prevents that, but a difference 
in viewpoint. It is a notorious fact that one 
generation can never understand another. 

“But of the wrecked marriages which 
have come under my observation in the 
routine of my business as a lawyer, I find 
that women often break up their homes by 
nagging, by jealousy, by lack of considera- 
tion, by failure to respect their partners’ 
privacy, by extravagance and other forms 
of selfishness, by neglect of their duties as 
housewives and by placing outside inter- 
ests, like social affairs and club activities 


before their husbands’ needs. Many a home 
has been wrecked by a succession of tl 
tessen dinners. 

“Husbands smash their own romances by | 
bad manners, by failing to show their wives 
the courtesy they had accustomed them to | 
before they were married, by becoming so | 
absorbed in their businesses that they looked 
upon their homes as a place in which to 
eat and sleep. 

“Often homes are smashed when a wife 
fails to grow mentally and socially with | 
her husband. Behind this, often, is the} 
sudden acquisition of a large sum of money | 
which entails a change in their mode of 
living. 

“The refusal of a wife to have children | 
is also a frequent cause for divorce. Within 
the last year I have handled ten different | 
cases that had that reason for the failure 
of marriage. 

“Boredom with each other is a_ thing 
that often causes a husband and wife to} 
drift apart, till one or the other appears 
in Reno and leaves here with a divorce. 

“T am sure that if men and women, when 
they married, would regard the new partner- 
ship as a new joint life in which one needed 
the other’s encouragement and love and| 
understanding, divorce would be cut at least | 
fifty per cent. And I shouldn’t be sorry.” | 

A good many divorced people have agreed 
with Mr. Woodburn when they have re- | 
viewed their marriages for my benefit. The | 
tragedy of it is that when they have been | 
reviewing them, the marriages themselves | 
have slipped into the limbo of unpleasant 
things and divorce is either already upon 
them or has passed, leaving them more 


disillusioned and unhappy than even their 
most intimate friends ever guess. 

And if this article will help to steer even. 
one married couple off the dangerous reef 
of divorce, then the months that were spent 
in gathering the material for it will be well | 
worth what they cost. 


When you write to advertisers please mention SMART SET MAGAZINE 


99 


An always-welcomed 


GIFT 


to those you love 


YOU COULD, of course, give many 
things more expensive. But will 
they be more appreciated than the 
gift of happy occasions re-lived 
over and over again? The occa- 
sions quickly jotted down at the 
time, that spring to life in minute 
detail, years later, when you see 
them in a diary? 

Standard Diaries offer a choice 
of diaries for every different per- 
son you know. Beautiful five-year 
diaries with lock and key, like the 
one illustrated; for the memories 
of happy school days and the first 
precious years of marriage, where 
each day may be compared with 
its counterpart of the year before, 
and before that. Annual diaries, as 
beautiful, with space for more 
lengthy notes—for friends like 
clubwomen who must always be 


STANDARD 
DIARIES 
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“jotting things down” for future 
reference. Handy, but very smart, 
vest-pocket-size diaries for busi- 
ness men. 

Stationers everywhere have 
them, in a choice of exquisite 
leather bindings in the newest 
colors, at prices from $1 to $5. 
The coupon will bring you our 
illustrated booklet of the com- 
plete assortment. Should the dealer 
you regularly patronize not have the 
diary illustrated,‘‘Mile Stones,’ No. 
1453,enclose yourcheck or money- 
order for $5 with the coupon. 
“Get your shopping done early.’ 


To your dealer or 

THE STANDARD DIARY CO., Dept. D 

26 Blackstone St., Cambridge, Mass. 

© (1) Enclosed find $5 (check) (money- 
order) for Standard Diary, “Mile Stones,” 
No. 1453 (rose) (green) (blue). 


© (2) Send booklet of Standard Diary line. 
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SHAMED INTO 


by the sneer 


ye a friend 


The story of a woman who 
now laughs at reducing worries 


“When friends say to me nowadays, ‘How slim 
you're looking, Marion!’ I feel good all over. For not 
» long ago | would be left alone when the girls started 
ut for a dance ‘Too bad you're a heavyweight! 
they used to jeer at me. And I was—lI looked it, too 


I weighed 165 pounds—what a burden And what a 
hurt feeling | had when anyone ‘rubbed it in’ by re- 
minding me of my big hips, fleshy neck and arms 

lo make matters worse, | suffered through all the 
reducing baths, sticky rubber gar- 


usual methods 


ments, violent exercises and medicines—without re- 
sul The fat still hung on. My complexion remained 
oily and blemished. I felt tired —always tired 
Then a friend told me 

about Annette Kellermann 
how she had kept her own 
figure unchanged by more 
than a pound for 16 years 
and how she had helped over 
10,000 her women to regain 
graceful slenderness by the 
eelfsar meth vis she hersell 
had used. The day | put my 
self in her hands | realized 
that at last I had found a 
method that was ly sen 
sible, simple and And | 
didn't starve myself either 
merely ate the yht af fo 
that produce energy instead of fat - 
Now I weigh exactly 132 pounds ’ 

feel like a new woman —dance 4 
and work as much as | please and fr 
wear fashionable clothes again . 
Thank goodness 

If you want to reduce safely, 
simply write for iss Keller- 
mann’'s free book,’ The Body 

seautiful With it she will 
also tell how to take off flesh 
wherever you wish—in a 
quick, easy, scientific way 
that buil trength while u 
hanishe mands No obligation, of course Simply 
send the ooupe n or write a letter. Annette Keller- 
mann, Suite 4012, 225 West 39th Street, New York 


Annette Kellermann, Suite 4012, 

225 West 39th Street, New York City. 

Dear Miss Kellermann 

y send me, entirely without cost, your new book 
Beautiful I am particularly interested in 


Weight Reducing 


Name 


Addres 


State 


» FREE SAMPLE 


A regular 50 cents 
purse bottle of capti- 
vating Une 
parfume sent free on 
receiptof nameandad- 
dress, enclosing TEN 
CENTS for packing 
and postage. (Outside 


U.S.A. 5 cents extra.) 
LAWRENCE, INC. 
Dept. L-C 
9th and Nectarine Sts. 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


Forever removed by the Mahler 
Method which kills the hair root 
without pain or injuries to the skin, 
in the privacy of your own home. 
Send today 3 red stamps for Free Booklet. 
We teach Beauty Culture 


D. J. MAHLER CO., 2922-B, Mahler Park, Providene, R.1. 


SMART 


You Can Get Away 
With Anything 


[Continued from page 45] 

more miserable 
Greville became. Outwardly radiant with 
midnight merriment, his very soul loathed 
his surroundings and carped at Doris, really 
a very nice little girl, because it found her 
frock mere travesty of Ann’s; it despised 
his fellow revellers for a set of empty 
headed fools. Still, Doris must be danced 
with; Greville set his teeth, and went on 
to whisky and soda. 


The revelled the 


more he 


T THE end, after just enough drinks to 
4A make him quarrelsome, he envisaged 
with a sigh the long taxi drive to Golder’s 


Green with Doris and the still longer one 
home by himself. Outside the club a taxi 
glided to the curb. Greville put his hand 
on the door latch 

“Pardon me,” said a _ pink-faced man, 
“that’s my cab.” 

“Who said it was?” inquired Greville. 

“I say so. I signalled it myself as you 
were coming down the steps.” 

“Weill, it’s mine now.” He swung open 
the door. “Get in, Doris.” 

Uncomfortable hesitation of Doris 

“Confound it, sir!” exclaimed the man. 
“Here, doorman, isn't this my cab?” 

“That's right, sir. This gentleman’s cab, 
sir. I'll call you another.” 

“The gentleman,” said Greville, “can have 
the other. I’m going in this one.” 


The pink-faced man put his nose close to 


Greville’s and said, “Kindly get out of my 
way.” 

Greville, looking him coldly in the eyes 
answered, “If you touch me you'll be in 


the gutter in two seconds and we shall both 
be at Vine Street Police Court in the morn- 


” 


ing 
_ Indeed, a tall constable, attracted by the 
fracas, had halted on the pavement oppo- 


site and was watching narrowly. 

The pink-faced man wilted 

“You'd better get into the cab and go 
home. I don’t want to be seen near you,” 
he said. “Doorman, call another taxi.” 

In the cab Greville put the usual arm 
round Doris and she yielded in the usual 
way 

“Sorry, 
his taxi 
and I've 


Doris,” he apologized. “It was 
really only I didn’t like his face 
been cross all day and I had to 
take it out of some one.’ 

“As long as you don’t 
me,” cooed Doris 


A long, long drive 


take it out of 
in the dark. Long, 
long kisses barren as a _ desert because 
he loved Ann and Ann no longer got 
a thrill out of it; a typical good night be- 
fore a typical block of flats, the bored 
taxi driver staring blankly in front of him 

In the morning a scrupulously polite, ut- 


terly adorable, and faintly mocking Ann. 
“You look rather boiled, dear Have 
you lots of aspirin? I’ve bushels. Julius 


is taking me to the Horse Show this after- 


from head to 


noon. He understands them 
tail, you know; makes it so much more 
interesting. If I were you I'd spend a nice 
quiet day. Good for you.” 

“That’s a jolly frock, Ann.” 

“Sweet, isn’t it. How amazingly intelli- 
gent you are, Greville. You know by in- 


stinct that a little wife glows all over when 
her great strong husband praises the frock 
she found all by herself in some bargain 
basement in Grosvenor Street. Good-by, 
I'm booked up to the eyes all day.” 

Despairingly he rang up Peggy, 
after all if Peggy didn’t understand 
who did? He invited her to dine 
she pleased, adding as a 


for | 
Ann, 

out 
final ' 
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Have You Some Troublesome Ailment? 


I want to send you one of my 
INFRA-RED Lamps to use Sinus Trouble 
for 30 days without obligation to Sore Throat 
purchase—so you see for yourself Lumbago 
how quickly you will be relieved. 


Infra-red (invisible) rays pene- 
trate deeplyinto the tissues. This Rheumatism 
creates an active circulation in Tene 
thecongested parts, stopping pain 
almost instantly. Nature herself Ear Trouble 
does the healing by stimulating the Hemorrhoids 
normal circulation of blood Bac kache 
Asthm 


Sent on 30 days’ trial 
May be used A by + Just Gall Bladder 
Try my Infra- 
red Lamp at my 
risk for these 
and other ail- 


rays and you relieve the ailment. ments. 
Now—low factory price 
and easy terms Free Book 7°" 
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attraction, “Because I want to talk to 


you.” A rather terse Peggy replied: 


“Do you, indeed? How thrilling? Well, | 
I can’t dine out because I’m working all | 


day on a rush job and I'll be too tired 
for any of the gilded haunts. Come and 
dine here withe me if you like. Seven-thirty, 
and don’t be late because work makes me 
hungry.” 

At seven twenty-five a very competent 
maid ushered him into Peggy’s sitting room 
where the new, successful, affluent Peggy 
awaited him. Greville greeted her, 

“You look just as delightful but different, 
the same, yet not the same. 

“Money, my dear. No one can be broke 
and her true self at the same time. What 
money can buy is breathing space for the 
soul.” 

“Really?” answered Greville. “I haven’t 
found it so. My trouble, which is what 
I wanted to talk about, is—” 

“Not before dinner, please. I’ve worked 
eight hours today. I must have food be- 
fore I listen to your sorrows.” 

Afterwards she listened, curled up in an 
armchair, her black head drooping a little 
from weariness but her dark eyes very alive. 
When he had ceased, she delivered her ver- 
dict. 

“You mustn’t ask me to understand the 
likes of Ann and you. I can only grasp 
people who use their brains and work for 
a living. If Ann had to scrub her own 
kitchen it'd do her good, but then she 
never will have to, so there’s no use talk- 
ing. If I were a man I imagine I could 
deal with the situation. I’m not a man 
so I daresay I couldn't. You must find 
your own way out.” 

“Frankiy, I can’t see where it lies.” 

“Good heavens, Greville!” Peggy ex- 
claimed. “Forgive me. I’m very weary and 
so I get impatient. You’re a man, aren't 
you, with a profession and a big interest 


in a motor works? You don’t have to} 
trot about after Ann like a puppy dog. | 


You lived before you were married to her; | 


you can go on living even if she runs 
after some one else. I daresay she’ll chuck 
him as soon as it ceases to be interesting. 
The more it hurts you the more interest- 
ing it is.” 

“But why, if she loves me, does she want 
to hurt me?” 

“Just to see what happens, I s’pose. Why 
do people try to fly the Atlantic, or swim 
the Channel?” 

“Well, a man can’t very well hit back, 
can he?” 

“Not if he’s as soft as you appear to be,” 
Peggy agreed. She stifled a yawn and 
Greville rose to his feet. 

“I’m keeping you up. Please forgive me. 
Thanks for all your good advice. I feel 
better now I’ve got my troubles off my 
chest. Good night, Peggy.” 

She stood up and held out a hand. Gre- 
ville gathered her gently and kindly against 
his snowy shirt front. 

“Don’t work yourself to death,” he said. 
“Take a night off and dine and dance one 
evening. All work and no play—” 

He bent his head and tilted hers. A ter- 
ribly clear and definite voice interrupted 
him. 

“Greville,” it said, “emphatically you are 


not on the list of those who kiss me. I) 


refuse to be any married man’s consola- 
tion prize.” 


HE ghosts of many generations brood- 
ing over her mother’s house _ re- 
proached Ann. “You have left us,” they 


whispered, “and followed after strange gods. | 


We are rather disappointed in you. We 
hoped for better things.” 

Ann hardened her heart and refused to 
listen; there seemed something demoraliz- 
ing about the atmosphere in which she 
had struggled through her puppy days, 


and learned what one may do and what! 


When 
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“We depend upon Energine to keep garments Spotless.” 


Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer Corporation 


Jn 


in charge of wardrobe 


“Energine Cleans Best” 


Say Wardrobe Managers of World Famous Studios 


HO SHOULD be able to de- 
termine which cleaning fluid is 
best for all kinds of fabrics? 
The wardrobe managers of the big 
movie studios, of course! For, these 
people are held responsible for cloth- 
ing, the value of which runs into mil- 
lions. These specialists insist on En- 
ergine because, as they say, “Energine 
cleans best because it cleans thor- 
oughly, quickly, dries instantly and 
leaves no odor.” 
Energine is absolutely harmless. It 
cannot injure the daintiest fabric. 
Energine is a better cleaner for dress- 
es, hats, scarfs, suits, coats, neckties, 
gloves, shoes, curtains, carpets, drapes. 


Preferred by Millions 


OR a quarter-century Energine 
has been used exclusively by mil- 
lions of particu- 
lar people who 
know that there 
is nothing to 
take the place 
of Energine. 


World’s Largest Selling Dry Cleaning Fluid 


Exhaustive tests have been given 
Energine by many nationally known 
laboratories such as those miaintained 
by the Delineator Home Institute and 
the Priscilla Proving Plant and wher- 
ever so tested Energine has won the 
hearty endorsement of the experts in 
charge. 


Sold the World Over 


Energine is convenient to use and a 
small amount does a lot of cleaning. 
The large, handy can sells for 35c. 
Double size, 60c. Slightly higher 
abroad. Sold by druggists everywhere. 
Ask for Energine! See that you get 
Energine! 


A useful booklet telling how to 
remove spots and stains at home, 
gladly sent on receipt of 2c in 
stamps to cover mailing cost. 

THE CUMMER PRODUCTS CO. 
Department S 
2150 West 15th Street + Cleveland, Ohio 
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Exact Size 


% or. bottle or. 00 
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A New Charm for You 


Rieger wants you to try his latest creation, 
Golden Narcissus, Everywhere women of dis- 
criminating taste, who appreciate and demand 
a perfume really choice and distinctive, are 
delighted with this fashionable new odor. You 
will find a new charm in its golden caressing 
fragrance, a fascinating blend of rare odors, 
lingering, persistent, yet exquisitely delicate. Comes in 
beautiful frosted bottle in individual box ,sizesasabove. 
Also Golden Narcissus Toilet Water, Sachet, 
Face Powder (smooth, fine textured), Tal- 
cum, Cold Cream, Soap and Bath Salts—see —— 
in coupon. If your — cannot supply you oon 
direct to address 


Trial 
Bottle 20: 


So that every perfume lover may have a chance 
to try fashionable new Golden Narcissus, Rie- 
ger will send you a generous trial bottle. Just 
send 20c (stamps or silver) with coupon below. 
Many who read this will know Rieger’s perfumes and 
toilet articles, for 54 years the choice of women of 
— taste in society and on the stage, and 

Special will wish toorder full-size packayres 
Souvenir of Golden Narcissus perfume and 
Box other articles (see coupon) We 
Attractive spe- guarantee you will be pleased or 
ial box con money refunded. (On orders over 
taining six dif $1.00 you need not send money, sim- 


<1 | Plv pay postman on delivery, plus 


regularly retail amall C. O. D. fee.) 

‘or $1.75. Now 

enty $1.00 | Butif you do not wish this much at 
| This Souvenir present, be sure to send for the 


| Box makes an trial bottle. Don't miss this chance 


unusually ac to try Golden Narcissus, Rieger’s 

ceptable gift. entrancing new perfume. 

Reg. U. 8. Pat. OF. 


PAUL RIEGER ac CO., (since 1872) 
123 First St., San Francisco, Calif. 
[—) Lenelose 20c; send me the Trial Bottle of your new 
Gelden Narcissus Perfume 
Also send me, postage prepaid, the following Golden 
Narcissus, (remittance enclosed—or—I will pay post- 
man on delivery, plus small C. O. D. fee). 
$5.00 (© Face Powder, box $2.50 
Taleum, jar . 00 
j 00 
00 
7S 


1. 
jar 
Toit Water, 4 oz. 2.50 Seap, cake. 1. 
00 Bath Salts,jar = 1. 
C) Special Souvenir Box, $1.00. 
Money refunded if | am not more than pleased, 


Name ----- ~+------ -----< 


Address ---- - 


~ Send stamps, currency, money order or check y 


Golden NARCISSUS 


When 


one may not. Even the elderly servants, re- 
spectfully admiring, recalled jam-stains on 
one’s face in the nursery, and other small 
catastrophes. Days when one couldn't call 
one’s soul one’s own, being merely so much 
raw material for others to mould into 
whatever shape they pleased. 

Tea with her mother in the drawing 
room! Almost instinctively she looked at 
her hands to see if they were clean. Then 
her glance returned to Mrs. Cosway, a 
calm figure, very sure of hersellt 

“She was moulded enough in her time,” 
Ann thought rebelliously. “A perfect job, 
if you care for the pattern. I don’t myself 
and yet they gave her something. A code 
perhaps you'd call it They drilled her 
like the Guards and if it didn't kill her it 
gave her a certain staying power and a 
rather contemptuous outlook on people whose 
training was less drastic. She has no weak- 
nesses, but what’s the use of life if you 
don’t cultivate a few weaknesses in order 
to indulge them? And why does she make 
me feel so beastly ill-bred when I know 
I'm not?” 

“Your father’s health hasn't been very 
good lately.” Mrs. Cosway was saying 
“The doctors advise a voyage to South 
Africa and back, but he finds it difficult 
to get away from the Foreign Office. The 
European situation’s so unsettled. If only 
Mussolini—” 

But my dear, what on earth does the 
European situation matter if he’s ill? 
Thev'd have to get on without him if he 
were dead, and if he becomes an invalid it 
won't be much better from the F.O.’s point 
ol view 

“Very likely, but he’s not an invalid yet, 
and so he feels he ought to stay at home 
After all one can’t throw over one’s re- 
sponsibilities as easily as all that.” 

‘I don't believe in responsibilities. To 
whom are we responsible except ourselves? 
I didn't ask to be born.” 

“Neither did I, but here I am and I like 

be able to look myself in the face. You 
seem to be drifting at the moment, Ann. I 
imagined you'd have arranged your life by 
now.” 

“A bit soon, don't you think? I've 
only been married a little over a_ year, 
and people don’t settle much nowadays.’ 

“Still, you can’t afford to ignore the 
world, because it’s bigger than you are 
and it won't be ignored.” 

“Do you find the world’s got it in for 
me in any way?” 


Christmas Carol 
just loves to see a 
man smoke a pipe 


“Whether you realize it or not there's 
considerable talk about you and Julius.” 


i struggled very hard for the calm ot 
generation older than hers and suc- 
ceeded indifferently well. 

“I'm sorry to disappoint the world, but 
Julius Bruce is nothing more than a good 
friend.” 

“Then why lead people to conclude he 
is ?” 

“Have I led them to conclude it?” 

“Undoubtedly. You're always together. 
Even Greville can't shut his eyes very much 
longer.” 

“Greville must realize my life’s my own.” 

“Reasonable people don’t make a_ wile 
or a husband look ridiculous unless they 
want to break up the. marriage.” 

“My dear mother, Greville’s a mere boy 
and Julius has one of the best brains of 
the day. I can't go on forever reducing 
my mind to the level of Greville’s. I turn 
to Julius for intelligent conversation.” 

“Still it’s a pity that every one has to 
know about it. Even I find it hard to be- 
lieve that you and Julius are interested 
solely in the things of the mind.” 

“What do you know of Julius?” 

“We're very much of an age, and we've 
moved in the same circle all our lives. You 
can't cope with him because he’s forgot- 
ten more than you ever knew. No harm 
will come to Julius, but you'll need a long 
time to recover your position, if indeed 
you ever do. These things are difficult.” 

Ann smiled ironically. 

“You assume that life is the same yes- 
terday, today and forever. My _ genera- 
tion looks at it from a different point of 
view.” 

“If your generation had the world to 
themselves it mightn’t matter, but my gen- 
eration and the one before it hold all the 
cards. The time of yours is still to come. 
In our eyes you're simply being made a 
tool of, and a fool’s is never a very ele- 
gant part to play. My generation will say 
you lack sociai sense, and we know that 
people with no social sense are on the 
whole more trouble than they're worth. 

“But you see,” Ann explained, “my gen 
eration doesn’t care much what yours 
thinks. It asks nothing from yours. Hith- 
erto you've had it all your own way; you 
wanted a child, you had me, you brought 
me up as you liked. After I came out you 
allowed me just as much freedom as you 
chose because you could shake an economic 
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whip at me. When I got engaged to Gre- | 


ville you stage-managed my wedding and 
sent out the invitations for it. Now I'm 
iree, but vou’re still censorious, as if I were 
a child living in your house.” 

“You believe what you say, but it doesn't 
work out quite like that. If you get your- 
self into a scrape over Julius the scrape will 
react on me. You won't be above asking 
my help if you get sufficiently scared. I 
know exactly where I stand and candidly 
I don’t want the trouble of straightening 
out your life for you. It’s not as if you 
hadn’t brains of your own.” 

“Mother, I assure you, you needn't be 
alarmed. Your peace isn’t in the least 


likely to be disturbed.” 

“I’m not at all sure. You talk too much 
of your generation as if it were in a water- 
tight compartment. It isn’t. It’s linked up 


with the one behind it and the one to fol- | 


low. Your indiscretions affect both of them 
whether you realize it or not.” 


NN rose lazily to her feet, caught a 
4 glimpse of her face in a wall mirror, and 
recovered her good temper in consequence. 

‘Good-by, my dear,” she said. “I will 
go home like a virtuous wife in time to 
dine with my husband. Don’t let your 
graceless daughter weigh on your spirits. 
I've got a few hundred a vear that noth- 
ing can take away from me and if the 
worst comes to the worst I can always 
be divorced, and either go on the stage 
or engage in some sort of business. Every 
tomorrow's another day, and the sky’s the 
limit.” 

Back at the flat she spent a restful half 
hour dressing for dinner. That night, un- 
usually enough, she and Greville were din- 
ing at home alone and she tried to make 
herseli unusually appealing to Greville. 

At first he seemed hardly able to realize 
that here was the old Ann of their honey- 
moon days, the Ann of quaint sayings and 
foolishnesses uttered in a little language of | 
her own invention. Then to her astonish- 
ment he flushed almost painfully, and a 
wistful, lost-dog expression stole into his 
eyes. 

“Queer what one can do if one likes,” 
mused Ann and proceeded, as she thought, 
to go on doing it with admirable success, 
till he said suddenly, with a penetration for 
which she certainly would never have given 
him credit: 

“My dear Ann, why make a mockery of 
all the things that used to be se darling? 
You're only doing it to show your power. 
You want to drug me into a state of ob- 
livion, and then laugh in my face. You're 
not sincere, and you don’t care twopence. 
Much better go somewhere and dance later 
on. There’s not much point in being left 
alone together.” 


LL on a Monday Ann stepped out of 

her car on to the pavement of Oakley 
Street and climbed the three flights of | 
stairs to Peggy’s flat and found Peggy at 
work on a set of illustrations for a maga- | 
zine. Peggy said “Hullo, Ann!” abstracted- 
ly and continued to work. 

“Hullo!” Ann replied. “You sound 
pretty ‘way off. Spare a moment from the 
pursuit of art to talk to a poor old friend.” 

“Can't, my dear. A messenger’s coming | 
for these sketches at five o’clock. They’re 
a rush job. You'll find some tea over 
there.” 

“But it’s frightfully important. I think 
Greville’s really seriously annoyed with me.” 

“Shouldn’t wonder.” 

“Why? I’ve done nothing wrong.” 

“Then why worry?” 

“He thinks Julius Bruce and I are—” 

“So do lots of people, I expect.” 

“I don’t see why they should.” 

“You're always sitting in one another’s 
pockets and human nature being what it 
is, that’s why.” 
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human nature?” 

“His, yours, and peopie’s.” 

“But, Peggy, after all one flaps about a 
good deal more nowadays than in the time 
of our grandmothers. Do you sympathize 
with Greville, or what?” 

“I just don't bother. 
my own.” 

People 
Flint.’ 

“Who 
ried.” 

“I want your opinion as an unbiased on- 
looker. Is there really enough talk about 
Julius and me to make Greville prick up 
his ears?” 
| “Who knows? I don't go out very much 
in your world. I’m pretty busy nowadays, 
and most of the people I meet are mixed 
up with work.” 


“Whose 


Got troubles of 


gossip enough about you and 


cares? We're neither of us mar- 


“Peggy, what’s your honest opinion of 
me?” 

“I think you're the world’s prize imbe- 
|cile. You've got an adoring husband, or 
|had, and yet you go fooling about with 
Bruce who's no earthly good to any 
woman.” 

“My dear, you don't know how terribly 


conventional and narrow minded Greville 
is. What makes you say Julius is no good 
to any woman?” 

“Because he’s not. No man 
an affair with somebody else's wile, 
besides, as I told you before, Bruce 
gleaner. He'll never do anything 
wrong but he'll create every 
of having done so, and then 
to struggle out of it by your- 


is who gets 
up 
and, 
is just a 
technically 
appearance 
leave you 
| self.” 

“That's 
would always 
he’s decent, and for another 
over him is very great.” 

“It'll need to be before you've done.” 
“Peggy darling, you're awfully cross this 
afternoon. What do you really advise, 
then?” 

Peggy put down her brush and 
critically at the drawing. 

“IT think that'll do,” she murmured, “but 
I'd have liked another day on it. What 
do I advise, Ann? I advise you to make 
|it up with Greville, tell him you've been a 
fool, cut out Bruce, and stick to one man 
fat a time. Or if you can’t do without 
| Bruce, get yourself decently divorced and 
|}try and persuade him to marry you.” 

“One man will never be enough for me; 
I've never met one who appealed to all 
sides of my nature.” Ann complained. 

“I suppose you ought really to 
| married the Army and Navy Stores. 
|the worst of being so unfortunately 
plex.” 

“You're 


mistaken. Julius 
For one thing 
my influence 


where you're 
stick to me 


stared 


have 
That's 
com- 


different. You've got Flint, an 
amazingly brilliant personality, and so you 
take up the attitude to me that Lazarus 
took up to Dives when Dives was in hell.” 
| pacer sat on the floor and began to pack 
her wet drawings. with cork separa- 
|tors between them. Ann watched her half 
contemptuously. It seemed an appalling 
| fuss to make because some one wanted them 
in a hurry. Why not make him wait? 
“Flint,” Peggy answered at last, “isn’t 
going to marry me and I’m not engaged to 
}any one else. Therefore I can do as I like 
If I were married I should endeavor to 
make good job of marriage at any cost 
because failure has a bad moral effect on 
lone. Still, you please yourself. It’s your 
affair, not mine.” 
| “I feel like this about it: A husband 
needs to be trained. He has no right to 
censor my friendships any: more than I 
have to censor his as long as they're dis- 
creet. One must begin as one intends to 
go on. I don’t propose to become a de- 
voted slave like my mother.” 
“And there they are ready 
boy in buttons a quarter of 


for the little 
an hour be- 
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tying the last knot 
in her parcel. “Have a drink, Ann. I 
deserve one and you shall be given one 
You didn’t come to me for advice. You 
came to me to have your own opinion 
confirmed. That I regret I can't do for 
you. Jolly decent frock you've got on 
Where'd you get it?” 
“My usual place. I 
time to lunch with Julius. 
in it. 
“There you are,” 


said Peggy, 


time,” 


fore 


the first 
loved me 


wore it 


He 


Peggy said. “Greville 
pays for the frock and Julius loves you 
in it. The situation may be dramatic but 
it’s quite impossible because it lacks plausi- 
bility. No man will go on buying you 
frocks for another man to love you in.” 

Ann leaned forward earnestly and asked 

“Peggy, what’s your candid opinion ot 
men ?” 

“They're divided into two classes, those ot 
whom you can say there’s nothing they won't 
do, and those of whom you can say there are 
some things they won't do. I prefer the sec 
ond class into which, as far as I’m aware, 
Greville comes. Julius Bruce is a distin- 
guished member of the first. That’s all I 
know about it.” 

“But,” Ann replied, “the first class is more 
reliable in an emergency. I'd prefer to know 
there was nothing a man wouldn't do for me 
if necessary. You're a little behind the times, 


Peggy.” 


ERTIE CARSLAKE sat one morning at 

his desk and read news items concerning 
various securities 

“The markets steadied after opening with 
a feeling of apprehension. There was less 
pressure to sell in Industrials, and United Un- 
dertakings, which were again lower, improved 
at the close.” 

Bertie put down his literature, reached for 
a match box and lit his extinct pipe. 

“They did and all,” he soliloquized, “but 
the end is not yet, as Mr. George Bondy'll 
find out before he’s done. Why is George 
having one of the biggest gambles in his- 
tory over United Undertakings? The old 
story, no doubt; after some one’s scalp 
and some one aiter his. We all know the 
some one’s name and personally I'd bet a 
fiver on the result.” 

Bertie ran over in his mind the various 
companies in which George Bondy held in- 
terests: “Amalgamated Provincial Theaters, 
The Scottish Medicinal Seaweed Company 
The Scotch can take care of themselves 
What else? Ah! Greyhound Cars Ltd 
Now that means little Greville Chard. I 
wonder if Greville smells a rat at all? As 
his financial adviser and late best man I 
think I'd better breathe a word in season. 
True I've scarcely seen him since the wed- 
ding, but then I can’t afford to lead the 
life he does and anyway I detest his wife 
As I said to him on the eve of execution, 
she’s merely a gold-digger. A man’s worst 
enemy is a gold digging woman. Still il 
George Bondy cracks up there mayn’t be 
much gold left for her to dig. Greville has 
basket.” 


every one of his eggs in one 

Bertie pushed a buzzer and a slender 
maiden came obediently from the next 
room. 

“Miss Anderson,” Bertie instructed her, 


“please get me Mr. Greville Chard on the 
telephone.” 

“That Greville?” he inquired a few sec- 
onds later. “Bertie speaking. How are 
you, old boy? Topping thanks. Look 
here, can you lunch with me today? Yes. 
I'm afraid you must. Got something I 
want to talk about. Yes, business. Drop 
in for me at a quarter to one, and I'll take 
you to a real city chop-house. Good-by.” 

Bertie made Greville sit in an ancient 
wooden pew, rest his feet on a sawdust- 
covered fhoor, and actually eat and drink 
what he ordered. Then, a trifle comatose, 


yet feeling more at peace with the world, 
returned to 


they Bertie’s office. Bertie 
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pointed to an armchair, leaned his shoul- 
ders against his mantelpiece and asked: 

“I s’pose you know George Bondy’s like- 
ly to be for it in the next few days?” 

“Not exactly. There’s been a bit of gos- 
sip in the cubs about some gamble of his, 
and various people seem to have had a 
flutter over United Undertakings, but that’s 
all. He never said a word to me at our 
last board meeting about finding himself 
in a tight corner.” | 

“Haven't you noticed the decline in| 
United Undertakings shares? They fall, | 
they recover a little, but they always drop 
back.” 

“I don't follow the Stock Exchange quo- 
tations very closely.” | 

“Lucky man. Strictly between ourselves, 
George Bondy’s position is critical. It’s 
been critical for weeks. Everybody in the 
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Send TODAY 


city knows. I wanted to warn you because 
if George crashes it won't do Greyhound | 
Cars any good. You're a private company, 

“Yes, but—” 

“If he goes broke something must be Sa 
done about that. In the event of a bank- * 
mightn’t do you much good. It’s a nice | 
point who'd take it over.” 

“Bertie, how much do you know, or are 
a new respect at Bertie Carslake, whom he ioe 
had always considered rather a dilettante -- 
young man. a 
yey CARSLAKE glanced at the door 

and lowered his voice. 

“Of course.” 

“Bondy’s been buying United Undertak- | 
ings over a long period in order to get | 
won't be able to settle. His bank won't 
help him, because he owes them a terrific 
amount already. George has gone in pretty 
he’s going to learn this time. I wouldn't 
care to be Charlie Gordon, his broker.” 

“Still, Bertie, you don’t know.” 
can’t do anything, but I didn’t want you | 
to wake up and read it in the papers. | 
Your company’s sound, of course, and | 

“I think I'll have a word with George.” | 

“You'll get nothing out of him. He may 
the money. Your policy is to hold on, and 
if he goes to pieces take over his interest. 

As I said, the company’s sound, and you 


aren’t you, and he holds the largest inter- 
ruptcy the official receiver would have to} be 
you pulling my leg?” 
“This is absolutely between ourselves, | 
control of the company. Today’s Friday; 
deep lately, you know. He doesn’t be- 
“My dear Greville, every one in the city 
things will adjust themselves, but you’ve | 
even offer to buy you out of Greyhounds, 
may as well have control. I don’t suppose 


Art Abilit 
Greville asked his question looking with | 

mind.” 

next Wednesday’s settling day, and he 

lieve it’s possible for him to fail. I think 

knows. As far as you're concerned you | 

got to face a temporary crisis.” | 

but it'll only be a bluff. He couldn’t find 

you’d find much difficulty in getting the 


money. Your credit’s good enough.” for Your 
Greville, who knew his man, never hesi- | . 2 
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raise a fair amount of capital if I choose 
to economize.” 

“Right ho, Greville. Don’t go out and 
cry stinking fish, will you? George is en- 
titled to his chance. He may pull through. 
If he does, I'll stand you the best dinner 
in London. It'll be cheap at that.” 

Greville got up and held out his hand. 

“This has been very decent of you, 
Bertie. I’d much rather be warned in time 
than wake up and have the news fall on 
me. Of course if the worst comes to the 
worst Ann will be pretty sick.” 

“Naturally. How fares the beautiful lady, 


“YOUR FUTURE” 
explaining the Course 
and showing wor 
of Federal 
Students. 


1693 Federal Schools Bldg., MINNEAPOLIS, MINN. 


Send me your Art Questionnaire without cost or obligation. 


Present 
Occupation 


When you write to advertisers please mention Smart Set Macazine 


106 SMART SET MAGAZINE for December 1929 


'by the way? I always felt most unworthy ygamb!e. That’s almost a habit with George, 
to be her husband’s best man. She really isn’t it?” 
is rather decorative, if 1 may be allowed to “If I were you I should make a few in- 
say so.” quiries. After all, our affairs are mixed 
“Splendid, thanks,” Greville answered. up hopelessly with his. I happen to have 
“When are you going to dine with us? found out something.” 
We'd love to have you any night you're “What did you find out?” 
free.” “The London & Southern Counties Bank 
have got the wind up and retained Sir 
Ong he beckoned a taxi, and gave Lyndon Strait, K.C. as a sort of precaution. 
the address of George Bondy’s offices He's the greatest counsel at the Bar in finan- 
“ work; 6, ong in lower Regent Street As they picked cial cases. George banks with them and it’s 
to WAY. their way through the city traffic Greville rumored that his overdraft is positively 
WHAT WE DO. On arrival of order, considered the situation. alarming. Of course the whole world knows 
pnd 18-day trial. 1 satietied. pay “Queer if I were suddenly to become about this stunt over United Undertakings. 
. hard up. I wonder what it’s like to have If that goes wrong George may be in the 
to think about money, see something in a cart. How would that affect Greyhound 
shop window and say, ‘No, you mustn't Cars?” 
buy that. You can’t afford it?’ I wonder “George holds the majority of the shares. 
how Ann would endure polite poverty? I Still there’s no reason why his other inter- 
don’t suppose she'd stand it. She'd want ests should affect us.” 
to go off with some other man and I should “Don’t leave everything until it’s too 
be expected to arrange a divorce. If so, late. Frankly, I can’t see myself making a 
should I be justified in feeling aggrieved? very good wife for a poor man.” 


Literally yes; morally no, because Ann “It might be a good thing in some ways 
would never have married a poor man. if we started all over again.” 
“IT could always get a job with some motor “Greville, what do you mean? Are you 
manufacturer, but the salary wouldn’t run trying to break something to me gently?” 
—— to much. If I'd gone bust six months “Why no. You seem to be better in- 
Gonignwith’ ‘et ago I’d have been heartbroken on Ann’s formed about George than I am.” : 
account. Should I care twopence now? “Then I oughtn’t to be. As vice chair- 


Yes, I s’pose so, partly from pride, partly man of Greyhound Cars it’s your job to 
because she’d be so contemptuous, and she’s know exactly how he stands.” 


contemptuous enough already.” “Personally I’m on a pretty sound finan- 
The cab stopped; he stepped out and en- cial basis. What about you?” 
tered the palatial premises of George “Far from it. I owe a lot of money. 


Bondy. Young men with perfect manners, I’ve got to buy new frocks for Ascot, and 
pleasant voices, good clothes, and wise eyes we simply must go to le Touquet or the 
came and went. Greville, whom they all Lido later on. I refuse to stick at some 
eeree Sromee knew, found himself wafted respectfully beastly Scottish house party in August with 
pons pe to George Bondy’s personal secretary, a a lot of stuffy women while you shoot 
bland individual with the tact of an am- grouse, or play golf at that odious place, 
bassador and apparently not a care in the North Berwick. Besides we shall probably 
world. be invited to stay on the Lingfields’ yacht 

“I’m most frightfully sorry, Mr. Chard, for Cowes, and that means another new 


Combination 549” but Mr. Bondy’s not in London. He was outfit.” 
Gift Com! : here this morning for an hour or so and “Did you get the information about 


> stb s ie then he motored down to Epsom to lunch Strait from Julius Bruce?” 
= with his trainer, and to look at some “I’m not prepared to tell you, but sup- 
yearlings. After that I believe he’s going posing I did? Doesn't it show one needs 
on to Brighton for the week end. He’s a few intelligent men about one?” 
got a rather heavy cold and he wants to “Are you under the delusion that he 
try and shake it off in the sea air. He'll be might provide a useful port in a storm?” 
back early on Monday morning. Is there “He that asks no questions isn’t told a 
anything I can do for you?” lie. You know I’m going to a first night 
Tombination sold @ Greville smiled. with Betty Lingfield, don’t you? I’m din- 
oe 7... ae “Nothing very much, thanks. I really ing there, and if you’re dining at home you 
ae See : wanted to ask him about United Under- might tell Henderson.” 
= takings. I see they’re down, but will they 
go still lower or are they due for a rise? N Monday at breakfast time Greville 
I thought of buying a few, but if they’re rang up George Bondy’s flat in Vic- 
likely to go lower still I'd better wait a toria Street. His valet answered, took Gre- 
few days.” ville’s name, and asked him to hold the 
“I don’t think you can do better than line. After a pause George Bondy’s voice 


buy now, Mr. Chard. They’ve touched came over the wire. 

bottom in Mr. Bondy’s opinion, and, for “Hullo, Greville! You're attacking me 

what it’s worth, in mine. I expect to see rather early. How’s the world? What is 

them rise considerably within the next it you want?” 

month. I know Mr. Bondy would like you “Hullo, George! Had a good week end? 

to be in on a good thing.” I'd like ten minutes’ talk with you some 
“Splendid. I'll get hold of my broker time today if it’s convenient.” 

at once. Sorry to have bothered you. “Every one on the face oi the earth wants 

Good afternoon.” ten minutes’ talk with me just now, Gre- 
“George is well served,” he told himself ville. Never was so popular in my liie. 

walking homeward along Piccadilly. “That It’s all on account of United Undertakings. 

young man will lie himself into heaven at Half of ‘em want to buy shares and the 

Doomsday. Still on Monday I'll get the other half want to assassinate me. I’m hav- 


quality diamond in truth out of George if I have to take him ing the greatest thrill of my life. Exactly 
by the scruff of the neck to do it. Mean- why are you seeking my blood?” 
while I shall not buy United Undertakings “Only about Greyhound Cars. There are 
this side of Wednesday.” a few details I’d like to discuss. What 
At home he found Ann sitting with a_ time of day suits you best?” 
tea table in’ front of her, for once in her “I’m full up all day. I’m giving a girl 
life, quite alone. She looked up as he en- dinner at the Savoy and neither you nor 
tered and said: any one else shall interrupt that. Still 
“Hullo! I’ve been trying to find you for for the sake of old times you can drop in 
hours. Have you heard anything strange about nine-thirty and have coffee with us. 
about George Bondy?” Nice girl. You’d like to meet her. Is, that 
“Have you? Can I have a cup of tea? O. K.?” 
Thanks. I don’t know anything very alarm- “Perfectly, as far as I’m concerned. Nine- 


ing beyond hints of a Stock Exchange thirty then?” 
To Be ContTINveD 
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on the 
Cover 


ERE each month— 
the SMART SET 
girl wearing the 

SMART SET cover hat. 
Designed by a leading New 
York milliner, modeled by 
abeautiful girl, and paint- 
ed by Guy Hoff, artist. 
The SMART SET cover 
hat is always a_ chic 
symbol of the mode of 
the month. Watch for it! 


The trimming—as on all 
smart hats this winter—is 
is concentrated at the 
back. The velvet is tied 
in dashing double bows, 
which can be adjusted to 
fit the head size and which 
flare out on either side. 
Girlish, gay and smart! 


dy This December hat—looking like 
" the spirit of a beautiful Christ- 
‘mas present was created by the 
famous Herman Patrick Tappe 
and is modeled by exquisite and 
blonde Ruth Morgan. The scar- 
let transparent velvet makes a 
close, bright frame about the face 
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at on the Girl 


GROW — 


Yes, Grow Eyelashes 
and Eyebrows like this 


in 30 days 


Tes most marvelous discovery has been made—a 
dang’ to make eyelashes and eyebrows actually 
. Now if you want long, curling, silken lashes, 


you can have them—and beautiful, wonderful ey 
rows, 


I say to you in plain English that no matter how 


scant the eyelashes and eyebrows, I will increa 


their length and thickness in 30 days—or not accept 


a single penny. No “‘ifs,"’ ‘“‘ands,"’ or “‘maybes.” 


is new growth, startling results, or no pay. And you 


are the sole judge. 


Proved Beyond the Shadow of a Doubt 


Over ten thousand women have tried my amazi: 


discovery, proved that eyes can now be fringed with 
long, curling natural lashes, and the eyebrows made 
intense, strong silken lines! Read what a few of 
them say. I have made oath before a notary public 


that these letters are voluntary and genuine. Fro 


Mile. Hefflefinger, 240 W. *‘B"’ St., Carlisle, Pa.: 
“I certainly am delighted. .. I notice the greatest 
difference ... people I come in contact with remark 
how long and silky my eyelashes appear.’ From 
Naomi Otstot, 5437 Westminster Ave., W. Phila., 
Pa.: “I am greatly pleased. My ey ebrows and 
lashes are beautiful now.’ From Frances Raviart, 
R, D. No. 2, Box 179, Jeanette, Penn.: “Your eye- 
lash and eyebrow beautifier is simply ‘marvelous.” 
From Pearl Provo, 2954 Taylor St., N. E., Minne- 
apolis, Minn.: “I have been using your eyebrow and 
na Method. It is surely wonderful.” From 
oe lora J. Corriveau, 8 Pinette Ave., Biddeford, 
: “I am more than pleased with your Method. 
MS “eyelashes are growing long and luxurious.” 


Results Noticeable in a Week 


In one week—sometimes in a day or two—you 
notice the effect. The eyelashes become more beau- 
tiful—like a silken fringe. The darling little upward 
curl shows itself. The eyebrows become sleek and 
tractable—with a noticeable appearance of growth 
and thickness. You will have the thrill of a life- 


time—know that you can have eyelashes and ey 
brows as beautiful as any you ever saw. 


Remember. .. in 30 days I guarantee resulis that 
will not only delight, but amaze. If you are not 
absolutely and entirely satisfied, your money will 
be returned promptly. I mean just that—no quibble, 
no strings. Introductory price $1.95. Later the 


price will be regularly $5.00, < G 
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m 


Grower will be sent C. O. D. or you can send 
money with order. If money accompanies order 


postage will be prepaid. 

LUCILLE YOUNG, 

853-C — Young Building, Chicago, Tl, 

e your new discovery for growing eye- 
lashes aaa eyebrows. If not absolutely and 
entirely satisfied, I will return it within 30 days 
and you will return my money without question. 

Price C. O. D. is $1.95 plus few cents postage. 
If money sent with order price is $1.95 and post- 
age is prepaid. 

State whether money enclosed or you want 
order C. O. D 


Name 
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“UGLY SKIN 
MADE ME AN OUTCAST” 


but almost overnight it was 
a different story 


“Skin eruption ind blackheads repel 


Squeezing only made my skin sore 


and blotchy I had given up hope of relief 
when a nurse told me to get Rowles Mentho 
Sulphur. She explained how its Phenol re- 


moves infection as its Sulphur clears the 


ski 1 ge oothes and heals the 
sore, raw tissue. Overnight I looked better. 
And in a few days my skin was clea 
With am ing ease, Rowk " Meath o Sul- } 
fo) 1 ; 
phur ely e skin. I 
for dry skir hing torture and eczema, 
I t ty vl Me ntho Sulphur for best 


Phantom Red. 


cas Every woman's 
= 
%,! 
Vital, natural color for 
\ blonde and brunette 
) Not a trick shade—the 
\ a real red that makes lips 
/ young, faces alive. Creamy 
smooth and STAYS 
smooth on lips Fade- 
less Just a touch, and you're ready In ultra 
red and black enamel case. $1.00; Junior, 50c 


SEND thie adv. and for Vanity Size 
PHANTOM RED Lipstick and Make- 
up Gu ide Another 10c brings dainty 


model PHANTOM RED Rouge Compact 
Dept. 196, Carlyle Laboratories, Inc., 67 Fifth Ave., New York. 


PHOTO-VANITY 


THE IDEAL GIFT) 

your favorite picture, 
any size. We will reproduce it 
mn artistic colors, on the cover 


of our New Parisian Photo 


Send us 


Vanity Besides a mirror 
and two wool puffs, this 
Vanity contains French 


perfumed powder and 
rouge of delightful allure. 


Only $1.98 Complete 


Send No Money Mail Photo Today 
In a week 1 will receive your Beautiful Photo Vanity 

r original picture Pay Postman $1.98 
p! posta harge r send $2. with order and we prepay 


COLOR ART STUDIO, 1965 Broadway, New York City 


RADIO 


AT WHOLESALE PRICES 
196 pages of radio bargains. New Screen Grid, all- 
electric, A.C. Sets in be omit consoles also battery 
Operated sets as low as $15.9 rite today. 
ALLIED RADIO CORPORATION 
711 W. LAKE ST., DEPT. 69, cHicaco 


FREE 
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Something to Fight About 


[Continued from page 37] 


He could cut in, of course, but what was the 
Young men who cut in on Sally were 
averaging about ten steps apiece with her. 
He'd have to wangle something better 


than that 


| 
| 
| 
| 


| She felt, 


He wished the place would catch fire, or 
that something, anything, would happen to 
give him a chance to distinguish himself and 
make an impression on her. Meanwhile he 
let people take advantage of him, until, pres- 
ently, he grew tired of dancing with girls 
whose mothers had neglected to have their 
teeth straightened at the right age or whose 
legs hadn’t been intended for an era of short 


skirts. Then he wandered off, morosely, 
found an unoccupied recess, and started 
smoking himself to death. 
A girl’s voice just beyond the curtains 
that hid him, startled him. It was Sally’s. 
“Quit, Sam,” she was saying. “I don’t 
want to be mauled, I tell you. Quit, or 


I'll crown you.” 

Jimmy rose, his face grim, 
a hard, tight line over his 
He strode out through the 
girl was Sally, right enough, and Sam Rad- 
way was trying to kiss her. Now that the 
man’s true character was revealed Jimmy 
wondered how he had been able for so many 
years to ignore the facts that Sam had the 
brain pan of one of the lower anthropoid 
apes, the jaw of a cretin and all the stigmata 
ot a criminal of the worst type. Jimmy’s 
hand fell on his shoulder. 

That'll do!” he said, in a terrible voice. 
“You—you unspeakable cad!” 


his lips making 
set teeth. So! 
curtains. The 


“Hey?” said Sam. “Wha’sat you said? 
Leggo my arm. Who the—? Oh, hello 
there, Jimmy Layden! Heard you were 
home. Have a good trip?” 

“Never you mind what sort of trip I had! 
You leave Miss Devenham alone, do you 
hear ?” 

“Sally ?” Sam tried to concentrate. “You 
mean you want me to leave Sally alone? 
Listen, Jimmy. You know Sally? She's 
happened since your time. Allow me. Miss 


Dev’ham—may I p’sent Mr. Layden?” 


“Oh, don’t be silly, Sam,” said Sally. “Of 
course he knows me. He used to pull my 
hair.” 

Jimmy was shocked. Also, he was an- 
noyed by Sam’s insistent friendliness. But 
he wasn't to be diverted. 

“I know Miss Devenham quite well 


enough to see that you stop annoying her,” 
he said. “Being tight’s no excuses You 
beat it before I paste you one.” 

It wasn’t knightly language, and Jimmy 
was sorry to use it in Sally’s hearing, but 
anything polished would have been wasted 
on Sam. 

“Are you going, or must I—” Jimmy 
paused, meaningly. Sam shook his head; 
it was all too much for him. 

“Oh, I'll go!” he said, plaintively. “I 
guess I know when I’m not wanted. But 
you'll be sorry, both of you.” 


E LOOKED at Sally hopefully, but she 
said nothing; just stood still, looking 


interested. Sam went off, mournfully. 

“I’m sorry about this—this scene,” said 
Jimmy. “Sam—” He decided to be gen- 
erous. “Sam’s all right, mostly. He’s just 
cockeyed tonight.” 

“You mean because—” Sally thought 


better of what she had been going to say. 
in her heart, that if trying to kiss 


her was evidence that a man was boiled, 


| Prohibition was even more of a flop than 


| 


every one said it was, but she also felt that 
this wasn’t the time to advance that idea. 
Rudyard Kipling once remarked that there 


were nine and sixty ways of constructing 
tribal lays, and that every single one of 
them was right. And, up to now, just about 


as many ways of trying to make a hit with 
Sally Devenham had been tried and found 
wanting. This, though, was the first time 
any man had ever tried to qualify as a boy 
friend by dashing to her rescue. Sally’s rep- 
utation for being able to take care of herself 
was well established, all the way from Aiken 
to North East. Naturally, she was inter- 
ested. 

“IT never pulled your hair,” said Jimmy. 

“Oh, but you did! And what you called 
it was nobody’s business. You and Bill 
Truman. That was when you were trying 
to beat him out with Caroline of course. 
You both hated me. Bill,’ she added, wist- 
fully, “still does.” 


“I think your hair’s swell,” said Jimmy. 


They were in the recess behind the cur- 
tains by that time. They hadn't exactly 
gone in; they were just there. And they 


were still there an hour later when she asked 
what time it was getting to be, and he 
reluctantly told her. 

“Time for Sally to be showing herseli, 
then,” she said. “I’ve loved hearing the dirt 
about China and Japan. Did I hear myself 
being asked to lunch tomorrow?” 

“Lunch—tea—dinner—show —”’ 

“Call me up in the morning, like a lamb,” 
she said. “I'll break a date and wangle 
something.” 


so good. Jimmy had 
he was head over 


O FAR, you see, 

taken the long count; 
heels in love with her already. He knew 
nothing at all about her, but what of it? 
What a romanticist of Jimmy Layden’s sort 
knows, or thinks he knows, about a girl 
never does matter much, if she’s a reasonably 
nice girl. That may sound silly, but it’s 
true surprisingly often. Romantic love is a 
profoundly mysterious thing; it baffled Solo- 
mon, in his time, you may remember. Solo- 
mon was, presumably, a realist about women, 
but he knew when he was licked. 

As for Sally, she liked him; she took him, 
from the start, more seriously than she ever 
had Sam Radway or any of her other boy 
friends. But she was a much harder and 
tougher minded person than he; she'd been 
boiled in hotter water, you might say. All 
sorts of men, of all ages, had made love to 
Sally, and her experience with them, coupled 
with what wide open eyes and ears had 
taught her, had left her a little cynical. 

At all events, for all the good start Jimmy 
had made, he hadn't, after three months, 
managed to get engaged to Sally. He saw a 
lot of her. She'd call on him when it was 
a question of raising money on such of her 
jewels as wouldn't be missed by the family 
if she didn’t wear them; she'd kiss him, 
casually, by way of reward; she'd let him 
kiss her, sometimes, when there was no such 
special reason for it. But that was as far 
as things had gone 

The trouble, paradoxically enough, lay in 


that very quality in Jimmy that had at- 
tracted her that first night—his incurable 
romanticism. For one thing, it scared her 
when she felt cynical, as she often did; she 


was afraid she couldn’t live up to an ideal, 
and she knew Jimmy was bound to put her 
up on a pedestal. That was one side of it. 

Another was that Jimmy’s insistence on 
protecting her, which amused, and pleased 
and rather touched her, had its annoying 
aspects as a steady diet. Manhattan is, 
after all, no place for a knight errant; it 
has no more room for armor and lances than 
for crinolines and bustles. Jimmy was too 
prone to start something. 

He and Sally would be in a night club, 
and some one would bump into Sally on 
the dance floor, for instance. That meant 
trouble. 
and possessive; some girls like that, 


He was always being protective 
but 
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No one of these incidents mat- 
had a cumulative 


Sally didn’t. 


tered much, but they 
effect. 

There was the time when they were out 
on Long Island in Sally’s car. A motor- 
cycle cop stopped her and began giving her 
the regular, heavily sarcastic line. Sally 
would have had him eating out of her hand 
in two minutes if Jimmy hadn't resented 
his manner and butted in. But he did and 
the result was that Sally got a ticket and 
Jimmy was lucky not to go to jail. 

It was the only thing they ever really 
quarreled about, but it was as serious a 
bone of contention as there could have been. 
That quarrel goes back to the Stone Age, 
anyway. Jimmy’s code was utterly simple. 
Men always had taken care of women; that 
was their job. To go into action when any 
one bothered Sally was a purely instinctive 
thing with him, a matter of reflexes he could 
no more control than he could stop the jerk 
of his leg when a doctor tapped the right 
spot on his knee 

And Sally’s attitude was just as simple, 
and just as feminine as Jimmy’s was mas- 
culine. She didn’t want to be made con- 
spicuous, and she couldn't see any sense in 
the way he acted, while he thought she was 
unreasonable and unfair. 


IMMY, after he left Sally that morning 

he got her five hundred dollars for her, 
devoted a lot more time to thinking about 
these matters than he did to the earnings 
of the Chinese utility company that was 
trying to induce Layden and Company to 
underwrite some bonds for it. He was al- 
ways thoughtful and low in his mind after 
Sally refused him. 

Next morning, as it happened, he didn’t 
go to his own office at all. He had things 
to do around town. His own secretary 
would have known, pretty much, where he 
was likely to be, but she was home with the 
‘flu, and her substitute was dumb. Jimmy 
wandered into a luncheon club, rather late, 
and Sally’s father hailed him. He approved 
of Jimmy. 

“Sit down, if you're not lunching with 
any one,” he said. “Hear about our bur- 
glary ?” 

“No,” said Jimmy. “What goes on, sir?” 

“Amazing business,” said Mr. Devenham. 
“Tl admit I was surprised. It’s given me 
a new idea of the efficiency of the police. I 
was having breakfast this morning when 
they told me a detective wanted to see me. 
And, by Gad, they’d found some jewelry of 
Sally’s in a pawn shop! Identified it by a 
bracelet that had her name engraved in it, 
and sent around to ask if we'd lost anything! 
It seems the police get a description every 
day of every piece of jewelry that’s pawned 
in the city. Did you know that, Jimmy?” 

“No,” said Jimmy, after a moment. “No, 
I didn’t know that.” 

“You want to finish that cutlet, my boy. 
It’s good. You youngsters don't eat enough.” 

“I—I don’t feel particularly hungry, sir.” 

“Don’t get enough sleep—that’s your 
trouble. Well, dare say I didn’t myself, at 
your age. Well, it seems some feller walked 
into this pawn shop, as bold as brass, yes- 
terday, and touched them for five hundred 
for this stuff of Sally’s. The police got a 
good description of him from the clerk— 
sneaking, furtive sort of chap, with his coat 
collar turned up—dressed like a movie actor. 
Seems the clerk looked him over because 
he was suspicious right away—feller only 
asked for five hundred, you see, and they’d 
have given him fifteen hundred.” 

“Ha!” said Jimmy. “Sounds as if he must 
have been an amateur crook.” 

“That’s what the police think. I’m not 
so sure. How could any amateur sneak 
thief get in the apartment to begin with? 
He didn’t leave a trace. I left my wife 
going through the place to see if anything 
else was missing, but my idea is he got in 
after dinner, when we were all out. The 


things he pawned were pieces Sally doesn’t 
wear—heirlooms, you know—out of date 
stuff that needs to be reset. The detective 


says they'll catch him inside of twenty-four 


hours, but I’m not so sure.” 

“TI see,” said Jimmy. 
“Yes, I'm through. No—no dessert. Just 
some coffee—black coffee.” 

“You don’t look well, Jimmy,” said Mr. 
Devenham. “I tell you, you youngsters 
don't sleep enough and you don’t eat enough. 
Sally looked like a ghost when we got her 
up to see the detective. Try the apple pie 
with a bit of cheese.” 

“No, thanks,” said Jimmy. 
Sally’s theory ?” 

“She doesn’t seem to have any,” said Mr. 
Devenham. “First time I ever saw her 
when she didn't have anything to say. Well. 
it might have been worse. We've got the 
stuff back. The insurance people have to 
pay me the five hundred I paid the pawn 
shop.” 

“The pawn shop isn’t liable then even 
though the stuff was stolen?” 

“Seems not—not as long as they hadn't 
had a description of it in the list of stolen 
goods the police send out every day. We 
hadn’t reported it, of course—didn’t know 
we'd been robbed, even. Pretty smart work, 
if you ask me.” Mr. Devenham looked at 
his watch. “Well, I must be getting back. 
Dining with us soon, I hope? Always glad 
to see you, Jimmy.” 


“What's 


IMMY, drinking his coffee, which had 

had time to cool to about the tempera- 
ture of his rapidly congealing blood, won- 
dered about that last statement. He signed 
his check, presently, and went out, and 
telephoned his office. A Miss Devenham 
had called, several times; he was to call her 
as soon as he came in. He thought he'd 
better wait, though. He retrieved his over- 
coat and hat. They were the ones he had 
worn the day before. He had thought well 
of them, when he bought them in London 
on his way home, but he wished they were 
back in London now. 

He didn’t share Mr. Devenham’s doubts 
about the detective’s confidence that the 
police would catch the man who had pawned 
Sally’s jewels within twenty-four hours. In 
fact, if you asked him, the police wouldn't 
need that long. Not with all the clues he'd 
provided for them. Nothing would happen 
to him, of course, if the truth, the whole 
truth, and nothing but the truth, were told. 
but that was out. Mr. Devenham was an 
amiable man, a kindly and a generous one. 
but Jimmy happened to know his views 
concerning young girls who played the 
market. 

“Where in the world have you been?” 
asked Sally, tensely, when he finally called 
her. “I’ve been trying for hours—” 

“I know. Steady, Sally. It’s going to be 
all right.” 

“But you don’t know- 

“Yes, I do. I saw your father at lunch.” 

“My dear, I’m so sorry. I was rattled this 
morning, or I'd have told them then. I'm 
going to explain, of course—” 

“You're not. If you do I'll say I sneaked 
into your room and swiped the stuff and 
hocked it because I’d been cooking the books 
and had to have the cash! You leave this 
to me.” 

“Jimmy, I won't have you trying to pro 
tect me.” 

“You meet me at the Ritz at half past 
four and I'll explain. I tell you it’s all 
right. Swear you won't do anything till 
you've seen me? Give me your promise.” 

Reluctantly, she promised, and he went 
home. He didn’t live with his family; he 
had a flat of his own. To his relief no one 
was waiting for him. Kodi, his Jap, was 
out, though if he had been there, it wouldn't 
have occurred to him to question Jimmy’s 
reasons for burning a new overcoat and a 
perfectly good hat. They wouldn't 


And, to the waiter: | 


have 


ARTISTS EARN 
MORE 


HY not train your ability 
along art lines if you like to 
draw? Art is a vital part of 
today’s business. Advertisers 

f and publishers are paying 

UW large sums of money annu- 

ally to those who are trained 
in Modern Art. Successful magazine 
and newspaper artists are making 
fine incomes today. A great many suc- 
cessful students of the Federal School 
of Illustrating now earn from $2500 to 
a year—some even more. 
Drawing is a fascinating study as 
taught through the Federal Home 

Study Course in Illustrating. You can 
learn while you earn if you wish. 
More than fifty famous artists have 
contributed exclusive lessons and 
drawings to the Federal Course. 

Their experience —- you to be- 
come a professional. In your spare 
time at home you may receive 
thorough instruction in all branches 
of Illustrating, Cartooning, Lettering, 

Poster Designing, and Window Card 
Illustrating. 

Why not train your talent for draw- 
ing? If you like to draw, it may be your 
opportunity for success in life. 


TEST YOUR TALENT—FREE 

Clip and sign the coupon below and 
get Free Vocational Art Test and the 
book *“‘A Road to Bigger Things” 
without charge. Our instructors will 
go over this art test and give you their 
frank opinions as to your ability. 
With art training you may become a 
nationally known artist with a large 
income later on. Make your start to- 
day by sending the coupon at once. 


FEDERAL SCHOOL 
OF ILLUSTRATING 


12289 Federal Schools Building 
Minneapolis, Minnesota 


Federal School of Hlustrating 
12289 Federal Schools Bldg., 
Minneapolis, Minnesota. 

Please send me free book 
“A Road To Bigger Things” 
and Standard Art Test. 


Name. — 


Age. Occupation 


Addre 
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| fitted Kodi, anyway. The place smelt like “I think not,” said Jimmy Then he 

the devil, but the coat was consumed, and grinned. He couldn't help it 

Jimmy felt better “I don’t think you look like a movie 
With Sally, when he met her, he was un- actor, Mr. Layden,” said Norton 

usually firm “Thanks! I rather resented that.” Jimmy 
“Be sensible.” he said. “If you'd told grinned again. “You don't look like a de- 

the truth this morning—well, maybe it tective, either.” 

wouldn't have been so bad. But now—atter “Oh, I'm not! Police, you mean? They 

my keeping quiet at lunch! I'm not going aren't worrying about this. They recovered 

to let you in for anything like that. He's the loot. That lets them out. No. I’m with 

capable of sending you off to Europe or the Intercontinental Insurance peop!e. Mr. 

something.” Henry Devenham’s got a burglary insurance 
“But suppose they find out it was you policy with us, you see, and we seemed to 

and arrest you?” be hooked for five hundred dollars. Still, 
“Not a chance!” he said scoffingly. “Listen. things aren’t always as they seem, are they ?” 

If vou'd taken the money from me to begin “No,” said Jimmy. “That's true.” 

with this wouldn't have happened, and if I “That was the way I felt when I started 


Flo Ziegfeld 


whose “glorification of the American girl 
has received international recognition, says: 


"I find that sparkling hair—hair that catches 
the lights of the theatre—is an invaluable 
addition to feminine beauty. In casting my 
productions, I always keep this in mind.” 


The glory of lustrous hair may be yours 
through the use of Hennafoar, the shampoo 
that contains a pinch of henna, Buy a bottle 
at your dealer's or send l(c for a generous 
sample to Dept. 12-S.S., the Hennafoam Cor- 


poration, 511 W. 42nd St, New York City. 


THE EVER WELCOME 


GIFT HOSIERY 


Get more for your gift money by buying in Phila- 
delphia from Phillymade 
Our $1.35 Service Weight 
$1.65 Chiffon 
are the equal of stockings at least fifty cents a pair more 
4 Christmas box of three Service weight 
$4 delivered with Christmas card enclosed 
bearing your hame 
4 Christmas Box of three Chiffon 
$4.75 delivered with Christmas card 
Send your list and let us take these gift worries off 
your mind State size and colors preferred Price 
lists free of course if you wish 
PHILLYMADE SHOPS, 
Dept C. 3891 Dungan St. Philadel phia, Pa. } 


BOYS and GIRLS 
Earn Xmas Money 


Write for 50 Sets St. Nicholas Christmas Seals. 
Sell for 10c a set When sold send us $3.00 and you 
keep $2.00 for yourself. No work—Just Fun! 
We trust you—until Christmas—if necessary. 
ST. NICHOLAS SEAL Co. 
Dept. 101-SM Brooklyn, N. Y. 


The Young Woman’s 
Magazine 


Smart Set—the only magazine devoted to 


the interests of young women—brings you 
stories and novels throbbing with the vers 
pulse-beat of life itself, beside which the 


ler fiction of the average magazine 


Ir brings you also a world of useful informa 
o ncreasing your charm, dressing to 
bring out your good points, choosing a 
career and succeeding in it, and other sub- 
jects important to young women 

You m / year SMART SET for 
$1. Canad toe 
eix ( price offer Saves you 


@ 


SMART SET MAGAZINE 
221 West 57th Street, New York, N.Y. 
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hadn't played the goat in that pawn shop looking into this Devenham burglary. I 
they wouldn't have got suspicious. We've wondered why it was only things Miss 
got to sit tight.” Devenham never wore that were taken. And 

“You're crazy!” she said “But vou're -well, I thought of looking over the mem- 
sort of sweet, too. I believe you'd be idiot bership list of the Turtle Club. And I 
enough to let them pinch you to get me out wondered about Miss Devenham’s account 


of a jam downtown. You see we rather keep an eye 
“You're a darling,” she said. “I think I on people who carry big policies—” 
will marry you.” “Quite,” said Jimmy. “Do you know, I 
“What?” he said. “Sally, do you mean’ wish you'd dropped in a little earlier? That 
that ?” was a good coat Do I gather that this 
She nodded her head, violently felony might be compounded if I gave your 
“But why?” he said. “My good gosh, company my check for five hundred?” 
you've always kicked and screamed because “I don’t see why not,” said Norton. “Do 
I wanted to—to—sort of look after you.” you?” 
“I know,” she said. “I probably always Jimmy wrote a check. Then he rang for 


will, too. I suppose people always have to Kodi, and he and Norton had a drink. He 
have something to fight about, don’t they? liked Norton. And then he took a bath, 
And—anyway—oh—this is different. You'd and dressed, with meticulous care, and went 
really get yourself into a mess for me.” around to the Devenhams’. He asked for 

“Waiter!” said Jimmy, suddenly coming Sally, but it was Mr. Devenham who came 
to a realization of the relative importance in to the living room. 


of this and that. “Check! Hurry!” He “So, young man!” he said. 
turned back to Sally, bitterly. “This,” he “I didn’t think you'd object, sir,” said 
said, “is a swell place to tell me you'll Jimmy, unabashed. 
marry me!” “Object to what?” 
“My marrying Sally, sir.” 
HE made up for that, to some extent, “Oh, that! H’mm—well—what the devil 


in the taxi, by deciding to have a head- did you mean by pretending you didn't 
ache that evenin« and dine with him alone. know anything at lunch?” 


Also, she said she wouldn't tell her father “Oh, Lord!” said Jimmy. “Do you mean 
the truth. Not vet, anyway. She made him she’s told you, sir? Can't a woman ever 
keep the cab and go home in it keep her word!” 

“Man to see vou,” said Kodi, appearing “I’m glad to say that she has some re- 


to take his coat and hat. “In living room.” maining traces of decency and honor! You're 
Jimmy drew a long breath and went in. a Quixotic young ass! She couldn’t let you 
The man who rose to greet him didn’t look in for anything like that—and—oh, I sup- 
like a detective. He was young and his pose she knew she could twist me around 
smile was agreeable her finger! Besides, if she’s going to marry 
“My name’s Norton, Mr. Layden. You you—! Seen an evening paper, by the way?” 
belong to the Turtle Club, don’t you?” “Why, no, I haven't,” said Jimmy. 
“Yes.” “Ingot Common,” said Mr. Devenham, 
“Cloth’s the devil and all to burn, isn’t “closed at ninety-six. She bought it at 
it, Mr. Layden? Smell hangs around for eighty-two.” 


days.” They looked at each other. 
“Ves.” said Jimmy “I think.” said Mr. Devenham, “that we'd 
“You haven't a brown overcoat, have you, better have a cocktail.” 

Mr. Layden? Any more, I mean?” “Make it three,” said Sally, from the door. 


Only old roués with dishonorable intentions 
took advantage of young girls in Dickens’ Day 


N 
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Little Things of 


Loveliness 


[Continued from page 69] 


I know a family that has lots of fun at 
Christmas with its stocking gifts, by taking 
inventory of the things that various mem- 
bers of the family use and need for their 
personal grooming. All sorts of delightful 
little things of loveliness turn up in their 
stockings every year—some times the more 
homely gifts are amusing, but always ap- 
preciated. 


T IS a custom for each member of the 

family to receive at least one stocking 
gift a little above the average in exquisite- 
ness. But the useful and standard things 
really fill the stockings—such things as tooth 
paste and tooth brushes, novelty cakes of 
soap for traveling, purse vials of perfume, 
miniature manicuring sets, miniature sets ot 
cosmetic preparations for overnight use, deli- 
cate pin trays, rubber soap sponges in droll 
shapes, fancy wash cloths, bath salts in 
humorous containers, hand shoe-polishing 
sets for emergencies, and all sorts of wee 
things that help to keep them _better- 
groomed and lovelier than most families. 
The careless member of the family always 
receives a beautifully wrapped package of 
spot remover! 

The importance of little things, I know, 
is a trite expression. Yet so many girls 
haven't learned that genuine charm depends 
upon apparent trifles. Skin, hands, hair and 
teeth cannot be neglected. Jewelry, per- 
fume, make-up, are all a part of personality 
It is so much easier to be alert, practical, 
sympathetic and happy when we know that 
we are all right to the smallest detail. 


It isn’t vanity to look 
into your mirror fre- 
quently and critically. 
It’s just common sense 


Fashions are modish and shifting—but the 
habits of beauty care are here to stay. From 
time to time improvements will be made in 
beauty preparations, and we shall adopt 
them, for we are getting to be a beauty- 
conscious country. 


OFTEN think that advertisements have 

been as important as any other stimulant 
to beauty in our day. They’ve shown us the 
possibilities of beauty, the ease with which 
we can manage to keep youthful, and they 
have so popularized the essentials of beauty 
care that there is hardly a girl who cannot 
afford the simple necessities for her dressing 
table and bath cabinet. 

Not many years ago these lovely things 
were expensive luxuries. The modern girl 


has more maids and experts at her beck and 
call than a princess of a generation ago. 
So there is no excuse for neglecting the lit- 
tle things. 


DW10-Corgeous lace design hand 
pierced ISK Solid White Gold 
dinner ring. 3 fiery, genuiue, biue- 
white diamonds: 2 French-blue 
sapphires. $3.46 « month 


OW23-Mod- 
ern. square- 949 
prong, en- 


Solid White Gold set with 
specially selected dazzling. 
genuine blue-white diamond 

16 a month 


fine standarc 


DW21-Beauti- 
engraved 

ISK Selid 
White Gold 
solitaire 


mounting; 
fery, genuine . $2.37 
blue-white dia- 

$2.96 


on arrival 


payments. 


refunded. Written 
with every purchase 


$2750 
OW22 - Gentleman's massive 
hand engraved ring of 14K Solid 
White Gold Imported black 
Onyx with a genuine diamond 
and any carved initial or emblem 
ed. $2.21 a mo. 


FREE 
Completely illus- 


of genuine diamonds 
Bulova, Elgin 
tham., Hamilton 
Howard, 
watches, fine jew- 
elry and silverware 
at special prices 
Write now for 


a new ELGIN creation 
direct from Paris. Exquisitely $35 
engraved rectangular case created ex- 

clusively for ELGIN by Mme. Lelong, a fore- 
most Parisienne stylist. Latest modern design 
with black enamel Guaranteed ELGIN move- 
ment; accurate time-keeper. $2.83 a month 


M movement. War- 

White or Green Gold 

year case. Latest style flex- 

ible mesh wrist band to match. $2.21 
amo 


$2975 

OwWS- 

Nationally ad- 

vertised guaranteed 

15-jewel Gent's BULOVA 

watch. Accurate and dependable wrist watch 
White Gold filled case, “‘dust-tite’’ protector 
to keep dust out; radium dial and hands; 
latest style woven wrist band to match 
2.39 a mo 


Guaranteed Savings 
Direct Diamond Importations and 
large volume buying for both our Na- 
tional Mail Order business and our 
Chain Store system enable us to offer 
you superior — genuine diamonds, 
watches and exquisite 
jewelry at saving prices which are 
yond comparison. No extra charge for 
the added convenience of liberal credit 
HOW TO ORDER 
Just send $1.00 with your order and 
your selection comes to you on 10 
Days’ Free Trial. No C. O. D. to pay 
After examination and 
trial, pay balance in 12 equal monthly 


10 DAYS FREE TRIAL 
SATISFACTION GUARANTEED 
If not completely satisfied after 10 
days’ trial, return shipment at our ex- 
pense and the entire deposit will — 


ALL CEALINGS STRICTLY CONFIDENTIAL 
A whole year to pay! No extra charge— 
no red tape. You take no risk—satis- 
faction guaranteed or money back. 


trated new catalog / 
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Newest But- 
tertiy design 
ISK Solid White OW27- 
Gold encagement “Bridal Blos- 
ring set with spark- som" Hand 
ling, genuine blue- pierced engage- 
white diamond ment ring ISK 
$4.08 a month. Solid White 
Gold, genuine 
blue-white 
diamond. $3.46 
month 


DW12-Dazzling clus- 
of 7 perfectly 
genuine 


set with 3 flery, 
genuine biue- 
white dia- 
monds; 2 
French-blue 
pp sires. 
$2.37 a 


white diamond 
$4.08 month. 


guarantee bon 


DW25-18K Solid White 


. Gold ring set with large 
size, brilliant. genuine 
/ toon blue-white diamond 
in center; 2 smaller, 


matched, genuine dia- 
monds and 2 sap- 
phires on sides. $4.71 

month. 


DW8-Diamond wrist watch 14K Solid White 
Gold engraved case; 2 genuine diamonds, 
8 emeralds or sapphires Guaranteed 15-jewel 
movement. Pierced flexible bracelet with sap- 
phires or emeraids to match. $3.04 a month. 


“Princess Pat"’—A remark- 
able value!—14K Solid White Gold en- 
graved case, guaranteed 1 5-jewel move- 
ment. Engraved genuine Wristacrat™ 
flexible bracelet to match. $1.96 a mo 


DW19-Nationally advertised WALTHAM, 
15-jewel movement; 20-year warranted White 
Gold filled, engraved, 12 size, thin model, 
decagon case. Tested and regulated. Superior 
grade. White Gold filled pocket kaoife, fine 
“Waldemar’’ chain. A!l complete in handsome 
gift case. $2.21 a month 
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ROYAL DIAMOND ano WATCH Co. 


ADDRESS DEPT. 3-Z. 


170 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, N.Y. 
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kind Pri e 

ROSS COMPANY 

249 West 17th Street 
New York 


“YOUR EYES ARE HALF YOUR BEAUTY” 


How to make 
Smart 

Stylish 
Clothes 


now learn easily and 
qu ly right in your own 
home, y a wondertully sim 
pie ethod how to nake 
sma stylish clothes and save 
half. The Woman's Institute 
wi each y how 
to it ich 
tvle ir ery 
g t tha th 
ing ever ap 
pear “home-made.” ~ 
68-page 
Dressmaking 
Lesson FREE 
you may see how easily 
ean learn th wh this fas- 
cinating step-by-step method, 
ill ladly ua 68 
pace sample lesson fr It de- 3 
serit mnd pi es the details 
‘ ishing difficult parts of a dress 
} mail the ¢ and we will send you this free 
lesson, as well as our "hooklet, Making Beautiiui Clothes.”’ 


l WOMAN'S INSTITUTE, Dept. 6-Z, Seranton, Pa. 
P e send me—FREE—your booklet Making 
Beautiful Clothes anc =the SAMPLE | 
! LESSON described above I am most interested in— 1 
How te Make Smart Clothes for Myself l 
How to Become a Successful Dressmaker 
1 How to Make Distinctive, Becoming Hats ! 
" | How te Earn Money at Home 1 
i [ How to Prepare Tempting, Well-balanced Meals i 


Name 


(Please state whether Mrs. or Miss) 
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Modernistic 
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of her chair and her look crossed Bet’s 
“How about some food?” she demanded 
starved.” 

Just how it was noisily decided she did 
not exactly know, but Bet was outvoted, 
and they were on their way to some place 
along the highway, where food and liquor 
both might be had 

ELEN, finding herself in Bliss Porter's 

car suggested quietly that he might 
tell her what he had been doing this— 
was it really four years? 

Her temperance in all things, she re- 


had always been a stum- 
bling-block to him; the tide of his ardor 
had always swirled around it; he would 
have been, had she let him, an inexorable 
lover. She was glad now that she had 
always held him off in the past 

“What have I been doing?” Porter 
shiited one hand from the wheel. “Who 
cares? But I know what I'd like to do.” 

The road levelled; a crowd in Winters’ 
closed car shot past them, the occupants 
shouting; the tail-light became a magic ball 
of disappearing fire in the dark. Helen 
said the last thing she should have said— 
“What's that?” 

He kissed her 

‘That wasn't necessary,” 

Bliss Porter answered 
asked for it. For them. 

“You've —_ what you 
she told him briefly 

“And you weren't exactly a statue. 
kissed me back— 

‘The cocktails 


membered vividly. 


she said. 

unsteadily, 
And—” 
set 


“You 


out to do,” 


You 
did,” Helen said, al- 
though she knew this was not true. 

She tried to feel shocked at herself but 
could not. Had Jim ever kissed any other 
woman ? Probably. And _ not thought 
about it at all. Jerkily, at complete va- 
riance to her thoughts, she said, “Sounds 
silly, Bliss, but I’m a respectable married 
lady. Speed up; we don't want to be 
the last to get there.” 

The wind whipped the kisses from her 


lips, but Bliss’ arm, solid, remained about 
her It was hardly worth while to say 
anything about it. 

“Why,” Bliss suggested, “can't you have 
a good time? I don’t know your husband, 
but from what I'm told he isn’t exactly 
a back number. I’m no wife-stealer, but 
well, this isn’t the first time I’ve kissed 
you. Can't I still like you, and still like 
to kiss you?” 

“You can.” Helen said, “but don’t.” 

Cesarinini’s. Salads garnished with 
long anchovies. Every one eating and talk- 
ing and dancing. Red wine Stories— 
laughter—amber liquor and ginger ale . . 
steaming minestrone in thick bowls. War- 
ren Chester trying to tell a story, only to 
end with, “Old Mac’d let me tell my story; 


you're all drunk. All of you. The party’s 
spoiled without old Mac.” The radio play- 
ing jazz. White and green and vari-colored 


streamers from the wall. Pallid chicken 
More glasses; glasses everywhere. 
Helen, eating when she could and dancing 


when she must, found that the sound ol 
Mac’s name left her unmoved, so far as 
sense of guilt was concerned; she rather 


wished that he had been able to come, but 
that was all 

Bliss was swaying in a corner with Eliza- 
beth Winters; Helen had time for a mo- 
ment’s thought. Once, Mac had told her, 
the de la Torres owned all of the land along 
the highway. Spaniards. Cesarinini rented 
the ruin of the old hacienda from some 
mortgage-holding bank. Suddenly pink 
and-green salad became distasteful to her 
should have been silver platters of 
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broiled trout from cool streams, wafer-thin 


tortillas, bowls heaped with wild straw- 
berries, spicy beans with the tang of pepper 
and a dozen herbs; instead of the thin 
acrid wine and the synthetic gin there 
should have been cordials to be sipped— 
wild orange, mountain blackberry, apricot, 


white-peach essence in long-necked vials. 


The mood vanished swiftly as it had 
come. Her glass—everyone’s glass—was al- 
ways full. Bet’s silver dress, Elizabeth’s 
white, Laura’s scarlet, became more _bril- 
liant; flashed, and became opalescent. She 


herself began to dance with whoever asked 
her; to dance, and following Mama Cesar- 
inini’s advice, to laugh 


Still laughing, Helen agreed immediately 
and without argument when Bliss Porter 
suggested that he take her home. 

T WAS Tuesday evening; Mac stood 

with his back to the fire, looking cu- 
riously, almost sharply, at her. She was 
entirely conscious of his glance and ignored 
it as long as she could, but finally she had 


to face him. Faint lines had printed them- 
selves upon her face and between her eyes. 
The curve of her upper lip sharpened and 
grew bleak. Jim stared at her so steadily 
that she felt she was drawing upon her 
defenses, where no attack had been made, 
and possibly none contemplated. Intuitively 
she had sensed Jim's restraint when he first 
kissed her—all through supper—and even 
greater now. It was as if there had been 
a tussle of wills, although they had spoken 
ot commonplace things. Not once had he 
asked her what she had been doing. 

He asked gravely, “Headache?” 

Helen said hastily, “No.” In the same 
breath she blurted out that he should have 
phoned the train he was taking, so she 
might have met him 

“I did phone,” McMillan 
weren't home.” 

With unnecessary heat Helen asked him 
if he expected her to stay home every min- 
ute while he’d been away? 

“No,” Jim said mildly enough, but with 
an undertone which troubled her. Then 
he added too casually, “You haven't, have 
you?” 

“Who came over on the boat with you?” 
Helen asked. Sign that she had guessed 
aright, Jim’s mouth twitched. She got up 
from her squat, square chair, put her book 
down, and came to him. There was a sec- 
ond struggle, much silent entreaty from 
both, but in the end they kissed the more 
ardently for their withholding. 

“You met Fred Jamison on the boat,” 
Helen said. “And don’t lie about it either, 
Mr. McMillag. I can hear his gossipy mind 
telling you the story: ‘Missed you, Mac, old 
man. Guess your li'l wife missed you also, 
but not too much. Heard a machine one 
night, driving like the devil; stopped right 
in front of your house. Heard a man’s 
voice, and thought maybe it was some one 
looking for me. It wasn't, but when I 
looked at my watch, darned if it wasn’t 
three in the morning’.” 

“I told him he was 
said loudly. 

“Of course you did. 
him more than ever. 
that he wasn’t, you came 
murder.” 

McMillan 


said. “You 


crazy,” McMillan 

And that tickled 
And then to prove 
home ready for 
began to 


head, but 


he began, but Helen 


shook his 


grin. “You ought—” 
cut him off 

“What were you up to while you were 
away ?” she demanded calmly 

“I was pretty busy,” McMillan said. 


“Alan Anderson—remember him ?—met me. 
He escorted me around, and I really had 
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the more impegtant things signed up the 
first day; only a lot of details had to be 
arranged later. And—” 

“You could have come home?” 

“I managed to get in some tennis,” the 
man said. “Borrewed one of Alan's rac- 
quets. Weighed almost fifteen ounces, and 
it seemed to help my game. We had some 
decent mixed doubles.” In his satisfaction 
that Helen was close beside him he talked 
rapidly. ‘Ada plays like a man. Comes 
right up to the net to volley, but she isn't 
sc hot overhead. Alan was half lit one 
afternoon, and almost broke his neck try- 
ing to jump the net.” 

Too primly, Helen said, “I’m glad you 
had a good time.” 

“Hated to tell ‘em good-by,” 
admitted. 

“Especially Ada?” 

“Jealous ?” 

“Should I be?” 

He lit a cigarette without offering her 
one. “Ada’s just a good egg. I asked her 
to phone us if she comes north—” 

“Phone you,” said Helen.” 

“If you’re trying to make me feel guilty 
you're out of luck.” 

Helen faced him, and became aware for 
the first time that he was smoking. She 
went over to the table and found a ciga- 
rette. Lighting the match as Bet Gilmore 
did she gave McMillan a long, smooth ex- 
panse of stocking. 

“I wish—” Mac started crossly. 

“Oh, rubbish,” she snapped. “A leg’s a 
leg. This’s important. When you say I’m 
jealous, you hurt me.” She did feel both 
virtuous and wronged. “You have a good 
time, but when I—” 

“Come home at 
with a man—” 


McMillan 


three in the morning 


“How do you know some one else wasn’t | 
with us? You do believe Fred Jami- 
son’s— 

“Who was with you?” 

“You haven't any right to ask,” she said, 
hoping that her cheeks did not look as 
hot as they felt. After all, she hadn* 
actually lied about it. Before he could 
argue the point, she went on vehemently. 
“Let’s have this out. Suppose I'd _ been 
away for a week—a day’s business and six 
days’ playing, would you be satisfied if I 
did the things that you did?” 

He frowned, was obviously put out, and 
then said, “What are you kicking about? 
Ada’s given me some contacts that will be 
worth a lot to the firm. Of course I went 
places with her. And”—defiantly—‘I did 
just as the others did.” 

“But because a man drove me home—” 

“Making so much noise that you woke 
the neighbors—”’ 

“If Fred Jamison’s talking about me 
he’s giving someone else a rest. I suppose 
people didn’t remark you and Ada!” 

“You are jealous,’ McMillan said, half 
curiously, half thoughtfully. 


OW, exactly, had matters come to such 
a pass? Her silence spread through the 
room, caught McMillan and enveloped him. 
Jim spoke first. “We're two people,” he 
said to the lovely back of her head. “I 
didn’t do anything I’m ashamed of. I 
wouldn't make love to a woman to help 
business, but I couldn't insult a relative of 
the man we did business with.” 
Helen made an inarticulate noise; it might 
almost have been a snort. 
With her back to him she began to read 
He flushed deeply. He was no longer con- 
scious of the room; he was wishing that he 
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“Oh, I say, my deah, do you 
Americans celebrate Christ- 
mas in the old fashioned way 
and all that sort of thing?” 
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Beltx banishes forever the bothersome 
safety pin—instead, the pad is gripped 
with a tiny immaculately clean bit ° 
especially designed for abso- 
ute security. 
Dainty, soft elastic makes Beltx com- 
fortable and gives a freedom heretofore 
unknown. Wide enough for security, 
yet will not crease or chafe. 
Beltx is designed to be worn low on the 
hips, fitting just snug — it never pulls or 
inds—as does the old style, waistline 
sanitary belt. 
Tnstantl adjustable to hip measurement 
in the belt line, from 22 inches to 42 
inches —to height in the tab length ~it 
meets every re uirement of a personal 
belt by simple slides. 
So diminutive—it is easily tucked away 
in a corner of your purse. 
In colors —to match our lin erie. A 
charming and accepta »le “little gift.” 


Price $1, three for $2. Write today. 


Beltx 


GLEN MARIANNE SHEA, 

Bell Telephone Bidg., St. Louis, Mo. 

Please send me... BELTX personal belts 
for which I enclose $.........._.. It is under- 
stood that I may return belt for refund if not satis- 
fied. ($1.00 for one; 3f or $2.00). 


Check Colors Desired 2 Orchid 0 Peach 0 Flesh 
Name... 


| 
New 
PERSONAL 
BELT 
\ 9 
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\ 
\ 
\ \ 
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Do Husbands Tire 
of Wives With 


Gray Hair? 


Now Comb Away es 
This Easy Way 


RAY Hair is risky. It screams,“She’s getting 

old.” Why tolerate it, now that Gray Hair 

is needless? Just COMB away the gray with 
Kolor-Bak — the clean, colorless liquid. Surprise 
your friends and husband by banishing years from 
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hadn't he was remembering 


other 


gone away, 
parties 

Dancers crushed 
held them, their half-closed, 
parted. None more desirable than 
It was vivid that he could hear 
this silent room) the music pound 
bray. 

What his control cost him, 
linished, only he could know. All that he 
suid was, “I wish you'd come home with 
the Gilmores. Pete should have—” 

“Did you ever take Ada home?” 

“That wasn't the same,”’ weakly. ‘“She’s 
not a married woman, and I wouldn’t—” 

Helen began to laugh 

“And who's jealous now ?” 


men who 
their lips 
Helen 
(in 
and 


against the 
eves 


when he had 


“I'm not,” McMillan shouted. 

“D’you want the Jamisons to broadcast 
a McMillan battle all over town?” In a 
soit clear voice she added, “You needn't 
yell. And don't get excited.” 

“I'm perfectly calm,” McMillan roared. 
“The Jamisons can go jump in the bay. 


You had no 
an old 

more 
fellow 
home ?” 


And I'm not jealous, you hear? 
business coming home at three with 
sweetheart.” In a bitter tone, but 
quietly, he added, “I suppose this 
managed to kiss vou on the way 
“Fred Jamison tell you he did?” 
“No,” McMillan said briefly. 


Would he ask it again, 
expecting an answer? Suppose he said, 
“Did you let him kiss vou?” Would she 
tell him that she had, just as he'd kissed this 
woman? Or should she say, “Of course; 
what would you expect after such a_ wild 
party as we were on?” Only it had been 
before, really, and not after. Bliss Porter, 
at the house, had been given nothing but 
a cheek; what the Jamisons might have 
heard was his “Oh. Helen!” as she had run 
into the house and left him in the car 
She groped for something to say. She 
asked, vastly more politely than she in- 
tended, “Have you to go to the office 
early?” And then, swiftly, “What's the 
matter with us? We're acting like hoop- 
skirted wives and ruffled husbands.” 


ELEN waited 
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“Why? You had a good time. So did 

I. We couldn't do it together, so we did 
it alone. But—” 

McMillan said, frowning, “I won't go 

over until ten. Have lunch together, ii 

you'll come.” He stared before him, and 


said less mechanically, “I’m not trying to 
evade; we both had a good time. It’s right 
for you to do what I do. Whatever you 
want. Neither of us have any kick com- 
ing, I suppose. We're still as much two 
people as before we were married. What- 
ever we did wasn’t wrong,” he paused, and 
then said very gravely, “Not wrong at all, 
but—” 

It was all, 
word—*“But !” 

The word, the 
many thoughts, if 
sidered one by one, 
reasoning of any kind. 


both saw clearly, in the one 
thought behind it, the 
they were to be con- 
loomed larger than 


“But,” simple word, 


easily said, became a rock, a wall, a high 
mountain. Helen, with a quick turn to 
McMillan and a veil of tenderness over 
her eyes, said, “You can go anywhere you 
like; do what you like. So can I. We 
both can, if we want. It’s supposed to work 
out all right. It’s a fine theory up to a 
certain point.” 

Automatonlike, both said, “But—” and, 


instantly, laughed. 

Eyes flashed for one beating second of full 
interchange; then McMillan’s turned away, 
and came to the picture of the old priest 
before his temple. How, neither knew, but 
everything was settled, as clearly and en- 
duringly as the twisted pine-tree in the 
print on the wall. Under it, on the shelf 
above the fireplace, was an armless, angu- 
lar, headless statue of darkish green metal, 
neither masculine nor feminine, formless, 
not to be explained. Very modern indeed. 

Helen’s eyes never moved; her hand 
sought his. Whether she knew what Mc- 
Millan saw, or thought, seemed probable 
from her words: “I want to understand 
things,” she said. “That’s why I've tried 
to be modern. But men and women still 
are—men and women.” 

How deeply her thought went, how ele- 
mental, McMillan had no way of knowing; 
he only said, “It’s good to be home again.” 


Women at Sea 


[Continued from page 


“Ruffled’s the right word,’ McMillan 
igreed wryly. 
she would have. And she always ended 
with, “But of course it couldn't be—not 
possibly.” 

If only she could know for certain it 
wasn't! All her pleasure during that leave 
was spoiled. For never a splendid motor 
car passed, but she wondered if it con- 


tained Jacob and his bride, and she never 


went to the theater without half expecting 
to see them come into a box, whilst she— 
Fanny, was being satisfied with the dress 
circle 

In her own heart she knew that she did 
not want it to be Alison. She could not 
say why, but it just seemed to her that if 
it was, her whole idea of the world, and 


right and wrong, would be sent topsy turvy. 
Pretentiousness had no right to be rewarded 
nor presumption crowned. She could not 
bear it 
It was 
for they never came 


good energy, worrying, 
across the Duvesants, 
nor any one who knew anything about 
them. When the time came for them to 
return East, Robert got word they were 
not to return to Ceylon, but to go up to 
Bareilly India. 

Fanny wept. It seemed in those days as 
if everything was against her. She loved 
Ceylon, and its cinnamon scents, and blue 
sea. She loved her house, and all her friends 
in Colombo. It was too bad. 


waste of 


77] 


When Robert said, patiently, “Darling, 
perhaps it’s all for the best,” she could have 
slapped him. But she was short tempered 
and out of sorts just then. She was going 
to have another baby the following year. 

“It will all have been planned out for the 
best. You will see,” repeated Robert, pat- 
ting her gently on the shoulder. “But hadn't 
you better try and get another nurse to 
come out with us, darling, under the cir- 
cumstances 

She dried her eyes, shaking her head reso- 
lutely “No, Robert. Never again will I 
take another girl from this country to the 
temptations of the East. It’s not fair. They 
just go to pieces. They seemed most satis- 
factory in Ealing, but as soon as you get 
them East of Suez—no, Robert. No doubt 
I shall manage to pick some one up on the 
boat who will give me a hand.” 

Mr. MacMorrison sighed. 

Fanny had altered very little in appear- 
ance since her girlhood, in spite of all her 
travels and babies. Her little round face 
still had a placid expression. She adored 
her babies and she was still sure that no- 
where in the world was there a husband so 
good as her Robert, or so like Sir Galahad, 
the perfect Knight above reproach 


She would have been completely happy 
and at rest if she could have been sure 
Jacob’s Miss Parker wasn't Alison. 
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HE was leaning over the rail at Mar- 

seilles watching the passengers who 
joined the ship there come aboard, when 
she saw Jacob Duvesant. She had David 
in her arms at the time, and so surprised 
was she that she almost let him drop into 
the sea. He was’ hung with Zeuz glasses, 
cameras, air cushions, rugs, and all the other 
paraphernalia of those who travel luxuri- 
ously. Behind him, empty handed, came a 
figure only too familiar. Clad in faultless 
brown traveling clothes, and a little close- 
fitting hat that could only have come from 
Paris, came Alison, once Fanny’s nursery 
help. Behind her, carrying a jewel case and 
fur coat, was a neat figure in black, un- 
doubtedly her maid. 

The only possible thing was to look 
through Alison and pretend not to know her. 
This Fanny did. Out of the tail of her eye 
she saw them go along to the best cabins 
on the boat—the bridal suite. For a while 
her whole world tottered. It wasn’t right. 
Such things did not happen. Or, if they did, 
she, Fanny, had been wrong all her life 
about the things that mattered. So wan did 
she look for three or four days that Robert 
began to think she must be sea-sick. 

He had readily fallen in with Fanny’s 
idea about ignoring Alison. He thought it 
nice of Fanny to look at it like that. Some 
women would have said all sorts of spiteful 
things, and spread the news about the ship. 

Fanny merely said, “After all, she won't 
want to be reminded about that part of her 
life now. And we won’t say a word to 
any one.” 


OW it came suddenly to Fanny one day, 
as she rocked David to sleep, why they 
had been transferred from Colombo. All in 
a minute that was made plain, and her 
bright smile broke over her face again. Of 
course it would have been an impossible 
situation to have been there with Alison. 
“It shows how little we understand,” 
mused Fanny, cheering up. “It shows how 
everything that happens is really for the 
best, if only one has patience to wait for the 
explanation.” 

Mr. Gordon, the purser, came to speak 
to her. He was a very handsome young 
man, and reminded Fanny of Ivor Novello. 

“You won’t remember me, Mrs. Mac- 
Morrison,” he said. But she did when he 
smiled. He had been on some boat with 
them before. He said, “I was only dining- 
room steward when we traveled together 
on the Royalshire years ago. Promotion has 
come my way, you see.” 

She remembered him now, and smiled sud- 
denly. How much he had improved in 
looks. He was a great loss to the film in- 
dustry, now, she thought. So kind, and 
such charming manners. What he had come 
to say, was, if she wanted help with David 
there was a woman traveling alone, going 
to be a hospital sister in Rangoon, who 
would probably be glad to help her. 

Fanny thought it immensely kind of him. 
She knew the woman he meant. A sad 
creature who haunted the outskirts of every 
game, hoping some one would ask her to 
join, which they never did. 

He walked down the deck, and Fanny 


looked after him, smiling quietly. Suddenly | 
she gave a quick little crow of amusement. | 


She wondered whether he had recognized 
Alison! Last time they traveled together, 
Alison had had all her meals downstairs 
with the stewards. 

Of course she remembered him now! He 
had been the one who had made love to 
Alison, and Alison had snubbed him most 
mercilessly, complaining bitterly to Fanny 
that the stewards did not know their place. 
It was a funny world, but looking along 
the deck, it came into Fanny’s mind, that 
it she had had to marry one or the other, 
Jacob Duvesant, or the purser, she would 
unhesitatingly have chosen Mr. Gordon. 

The ship settled down to the usual round 
of meals, games, and fflirtations. Pas- 
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sionate romance blossomed all round them, 
but Fanny did not care. She was quite 
convinced that there had never been and 
never would be a love tale as satisfying as 
hers and 

Still, Fanny looked on with interest. There 
was the romance of Captain Belton and 
Maris Templeton, with whom he seemed to 
fall in love at a single glance. Maris looked 
nice. She was the cold high-bred type of 
woman that Englishmen iike to suppose is 
found only in England. There was Jean 
Adair, getting on nicely with David Field. 
There was Fenella Quayle, just a slip of a 
girl, perpetually in the Captain's bad books 
over some escapade. 

While on the upper deck walked Alison, 
beautifully dressed, beautifully groomed, 
with Daisy, her maid, at her beck and call, 
and Jacob, very devoted, beside her. Fanny, 
looking up the companionway, watched her 
sometimes, just as of old, Alison herself had 
watched the rich, the married and unham- 
pered. 

Fanny sighed gently. Was it possible that 
if she waited patiently, everything would, 
after all, be made plain. Would Alison 
come to realize that she had been right when 
she told her sinful ambition did not make 
for happiness? Fanny was not sure, but she 
wondered. 

Some of her old brightness came back to 
her and she often found herself singing as 
she pushed David about in his pram. 

Robert was sweet to her. He had been 
so concerned when she seemed off color, he 
was so overjoyed to find her returned to her 
old self. He came in and sat with her in 
the evenings, when she had gone to bed 
early, and told her the ship’s gossip as heard 
in the smoke-room, in a whisper so as not 
to disturb David. 


ss HAT Miss Templeton who was sup- 
posed to be going to Bareilly with us, 
has changed her plans. I hear she is going 
back to England with Captain Belton on the 
next boat. They have wirelessed for berths. 
That has been quite a romance, hasn't it?” 
“She’s pretty, but too stuck up,” said 
Fanny. “Even if she does come of good 
family there’s no reason for her to treat 
the rest of us as if we were dirt.” 


“And you've heard, I suppose, about 
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He spoke with diffidence. They had never 


| mentioned her name between them since the 


first day at Marseilles. 

“No, I didn’t know anything had hap- 
pened to her.” 

“She's fallen in love with the purser. The 
whole ship is talking of the way she chases 
him. He’s a good-looking lad, too. I won- 
der if you remember we traveled with him 
last time when she was with us? And he 
was pretty keen on her then.” 

Fanny said, “Oh, yes. I remember.” 

“Well, now it seems he won't have any- 
thing to do with her, and she’s the one who 
is keen. I’m afraid you were right about 
her, dear. She’s flighty. Now that she’s 
got what she wanted, she doesn’t want it.” 

“It’s a funny world, isn’t it? I hadn't 


| heard anything, but then I’m so taken up 


with David. If you come to think of it, 
Rob, they’d have been much happier to- 
gether. She’s far more his sort. They speak 
the same language, and she'll never be really 
at home with Mr. Duvesant. It’s funny,” 
said Fanny, “the way everything works out 
if you only wait.” 

“Major Morphiston,” went on Robert, “is 
falling in love with every one in turn, quite 
impartially. I am sure he imagines all the 
women are very fascinated with him, poor 
fellow, but I find him an unmitigated bore. 
He cannot talk about anything but his in- 
sides. I try to bear with him, and listen 
sympathetically, but he is very tedious.” 

“My Robert,” she said, putting his hand 
against her face. “Always so gentle and 
tender. Always so kind. Sir Galahad—the 
perfect knight.” 
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“We're jolly lucky, aren’t we—Fan—to 
have each other, and not to be floundering 
around, poodle-faking with other people?” 

They were jolly lucky. She lay there, 
his hand against her face, quite content. 
She had always known they were lucky. 

Presently he went off to the smoke-room, 
whistling softly. Fanny felt so strong and 
wide-awake that she arose and put on her 
kimono. The night was warm and calm and 
it struck her she might be able to see the 
Southern Cross. Also she wanted to offer 
up a little prayer of thanksgiving for the 
understanding that had come to her, bring- 
ing with it complete peace and calm. How 
wrong of her ever to question the wisdom 
of things, or the rightness of right. 

She went outside and leaned over the 
rail. 

It was dark on the lower deck. The 
lights had been turned out an hour ago 
and the ship was in silence save for the 
swish of the water along the bows. She 
could see white foam spread over the water 
like lace. The night around her was a 
indigo bowl in which stars swam like goid- 
fish. So peaceful, so lovely and still. 


ER thoughts were interrupted by the 

sound of a kiss not far away. Fanny 
peered with interest down the deck, and dis- 
cerned two figures outlined against the in- 
digo sky. As her eyes grew accustomed to 
the shadows she saw Mr. Gordon, the pur- 
ser. Mr. Gordon with his arm unmistakably 
round a girl’s waist. For one moment 
Fanny’s heart almost stood still. It missed 
a beat, and then went on again. Mr. Gor- 
don was not with Alison. The couple sep- 
arated. Mr. Gordon entered the saloon. 
Down the deck came the trim figure of Ali- 
son’s lady’s maid, Daisy, the girl from the 
North, who had so enjoyed the voyage once 
she got over the homesickness. 

Fanny gazed after her. Unseen, she had 
caught the starry look in Daisy’s eyes, the 
smile on her lips. It could only mean one 
thing. Alison was in love with Mr. Gordon. 
But Mr. Gordon was in love with her maid. 

Wrong never triumphed, no matter how 
bright everything looked. Sinful pride never 
brought any one any good. Happiness came 
from within, as she had always known, 
from her earliest girlhood. 

They reached Colombo very early in the 
morning, and there was Robert, in the door- 
way of the cabin, whispering hoarsely so as 
not to wake David. 

“Are you awake?” 

“Yes, dear. But there is no hurry. 
needn’t land until noon.” 

“No. I came to tell you something.” 

He was diffident about it. He knew in a 
way it was hard on her, all this good for- 
tune descending upon a person she had never 
approved of. Women cared a lot about that 
sort of thing. 

He said, “Duvesant’s brother had been 
killed out riding. That means they get the 
title, and the place. Extraordinary, isn’t it?” 

She lay there, smiling at him, her pretty 
hair spread over the pillow. Such a girl 
she looked still, his Fanny. She said, “It 
really is extraordinary, when you come to 
look at it, and know all we know. But 
riches and position are not everything. Thank 
you for telling me, darling. I think I'll get 
up, and dress David later. I’m feeling 
awfully strong this morning.” 

He went upstairs warm with adoration 
and wonder at her. She wasn’t like other 
women. Not a single catty remark had she 
made, the whole of the voyage. She did 
not know what envy or covetousness was. 

Leaning over the rail, he witnessed the 
magnificent departure of the Duvesants. 
How dreary poor Alison looked. 

“Really,” he thought, “I don’t think she’s 
getting much fun out of it. She’d have 
been much happier with some one like 
Gordon. Upon my Sam, she was a lot 
more cheerful looking when she went ashore 
with us.” 
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Bought in Paris 


If you are devoted to some color that is 
particularly becoming, have it by all means, 
but I want you to know what Paris con- 
siders the smartest thing. And if you 
haven't a black or a white party frock you 
will know that in choosing one you have 
agreed with Parisian dictation. 

But one can’t wear party dresses all the 
time, and so I want to tell 
you just a word about 
several kinds of day 


O FAR as hats are con- 
cerned there are two 


—to 
ring 
a What Our Girl 
ere, 
emt. [Continued from page 71] 
and holidays are just around the corner? 
her One of the nicest of the dresses I noticed 
and was a soft black taffeta, worn by a very 
the young girl. The bodice was simple, brought 
fier into a normal waistline by a two-inch belt 
the of the taffeta, while the décolleté was de- 
ng- cidedly modest. 
low The gathered skirt was long all around, 
iom reaching almost to the ankles, with 

three tucks of increasing depth be- 
the low the knees. The only bit of color 

was a big bowknot of light blue in- 
[The crusted in the front of the skirt. 
ago The costume was made doubly 
the effective by the coiffure, four or 


She five ringlets caught in at the neck 
with a large hairpin. 

a And before we leave the question 
of taffeta I want to tell you of an- 


extremes, both of which are 
extremely smart. At one 
end of the pendulum there 
is the hat which is long in 


id- 
other exceedingly effective dress of front and decidedly short 
the same material, also in black, in the back; at the other 
the which Nicole Groult has made. This the long back, either with 
ny has a pointed décolleté, front and a short front or the front 
lis- back, and the armholes cut also to turned sharply away from 
in- a point. The skirt is made of five the face. 
to flounces of the taffeta with a tiny The one with the sun- 
ur- panel in the front. The flounces bonnet back is made o 
rly and the décolleté are all bound in dark green felt, and flares 
nt crépe, and the only touch of color sharply away from the 
ed is the big flower in beige which is face in front almost like 
or- fastened at the bottom of the first a turned up sombrero. 
‘p- flounce on the left hip. This is designed to wear 
yn. Worth has made a dress in white with a coat that has 
li- panne that is as fascinating as any- a tight, high, buttoned 
he thing one could imagine for party collar. 
ice wear all through the season. Its prin- The second, with its 
cess line, modified by the bias flattering frame for the 
ad cutting, which so flatters the face, is in beige with the 
he average figure, and the very brim cut into the crown 
ne circular godets, arranged in as a decoration at the side 
mn. points to emphasize the bod- back. The brim is lined | 
id. ice cutting, and descending in with brown. 
Ww flattering fullness, are exceed- Another long back hat 
er ingly smart. is illustrated in the hat | 
ne and scarf combination. It | 
n, HIS dress would be par- A perfect pet ofa also, is in beige and is! 
ticularly useful to the girl gown with an exqui- folded back away from 
he who does not have many site name —*“*Golden the face in front. The hat 
Se clothes and who wishes to Star” so called be- band is made of a straight 
as make them serve for a num- cause its black net crépe de chine scarf, half 
ber of a overdress is embroid- ged 
change of slippers and gloves ee e scarf is made exactly 
je (which atk waa should ered with stores of quid as the hat band, and is 
match in color, this year) for knotted in front, under 
instance bright blue elbow length gloves and the chin, just as the hat scarf is in back. 
a slippers, or red ones, or bright green, a change The double ensemble was particularly 
a in jewelry accessories and a matching scarf chosen for Smart Set readers because of 
er when you wish, the frock could easily its twofold purpose, as well as its smart- 
at seem two or three different outfits and ness. The coat is brown broadcloth with 
the wearer could be certain that her a slightly flaring skirt, the only trimming 
n friends were not thinking, “There is the being a series of tucks in the skirt and the 
1e same old dress.” cuffs of the sleeves. 
id Before we leave these good time dresses, The original ensemble has a skirt of the 
y there is just one more—‘Golden Star” that same brown broadcloth, with deep box 
rl you must hear about. It is of black net, pleats in the front. It is completed by a 
It embroidered in golden stars, the top of the long peplum blouse of beige velvet with 
o dress decidedly princess and the back in brown figures. The peplum has the new 
it two overlapping flounces, edged as is the side pleats, the loose scarf collar and the 
k dress itself with narrow ruchings of the net. tight hip yoke, all signs of the new sil-/ 
t This double flounce “bustle” effect in the houette. 
g back recalls our grandmother’s days with To make a formal afternoon frock, one 
that something different that makes the has only to change to the velvet skirt. | 
n dress 1930. The net is made over a satin Our typical American girl has had a day- | 
r foundation. time dress specially made for her, and 
rs You will probably be raising your eye- which I am sure all the rest of you will | 
d brows about this instant, and saying some- like as much as Edna Peters herself does. 
5. thing like, “Why does she tell us of four It is of purple velvet, and is called “Little | 
e black evening dresses and the fifth in Lord Fauntleroy.” | 
“ white? Does she think we are all old The blouse is the sort of tight bodice | 
| ladies, or in mourning?” that we remember in old daguerreotypes of | 
$ Nothing of the sort. I am giving you our grandmothers, buttoned all the way | 
e the most popular and the smartest things, down the front and with the two side 
c and while colored dresses do exist, they are seams to make it close fitting. A narrow 
t few in comparison. I have selected these, belt of the velvet heads the circular peplum, | 
eC over a slightly circular skirt. Collars and 


that you may get just the impression that 
I do in seeing all the collections. 


cuffs of fine ecru lace complete the outfit. 


things—dresses, suits, hats. | 


RIGAUD 


PARFUMEUR 


PARIS/ 


The Parfum 
Used at the 
Million Dollar 


UN AIR EMBAUME 


HAT you may know, by per- 

sonal trial, why Mrs. Vander- 
bilt selected this rare Rigaud odeur 
for use at the wedding of her 
daughter Consuelo, Rigaud-Paris 
will send you a delightful purse 
size flacon of Un Air Embaumé. 

The moment you remove the 
stopper you will know why the 
smartest women of New York and 
Paris have adopted it for its ravish- 
ing appeal—and why Rigaud has 
been appointed Parfumeur to his 
Majesty, King Alfonso XIII of 
Spain, by Royal Decree. 

And when you touch Un Air 
Embaumé to your ears, neck and 
fingertips, you will at once sense 
how it youthfully enhances your 
charm and attractiveness, 

Send coupon with 25¢ merely to 
cover cost of mailing, customsduty, 
etc. Only one flacon to a person. 


Un Air Embaume Parfum is reasonatly 
priced at $1. to $10. at smart shops every- 
where; also Poudre, Creams, Rouge, Lip- 
stick, Bath Salts, Talcum, etc. 

REE EE EERE EEE EEE EEE 


RIGAUD, New York Salon, 79 Bedford St., N.Y. 
Please send me the purse-size flacon (about two 


weeks’ are I enclose 25 cents, as per offer. 
1 will purchase in future at my favorite shop. 


MYSTIC DREAM 
BOOK 
Interpret dreams for your 
friends. Tell them when they will 


cents 
Satisfaction Guaranteed. 
LUCKY COIN 
FROM CHINA 
with rv order 
MAGNUS WORKS, Box 12 
Varick New York, Dept. SMS 12 


new method of off coloring over photographs 
and printe. bie demand Draw 
Fascinating work for anyone. $35 to 
o ree Employment Service. Earn while learning. 
We teach vou at home. Complete artist's outfit 
given. Write for free booklet today 


NATIONAL ART STUDIOS, 
Dept. 10-12, 1008 N. Deartorn, Chicago 


When you write to advertisers please mention SMart SET MAGAZINE 


mn SMART SET MAGAZINE for December 1929 117 
| —, 
lf Vanderbilt Wedding 
Si 
4 
= 
— 2 any where Regular $1 value Send 


118 


KOTALKO MAY 
GROW YOUR HAIR 


Read This Text 


1 will now tet you 
much I really 
A th writes 
Gerda Shilling My 
‘ n both 
id 
But a using 
Kotaiko it tarted ¢t 
grow My hair 
toe not m thin 
any more It used to 
hang straight as a stick; 
now it under and 
i lined be me 
hat wavy ! never 
t eurl o hair 
make it look nice 
fe now it is beautiful 
nd always looks fluffy 
1 have started using 
Notatke on my mother's 
sit it works wonders. 
The hair is coming in 
very thick."* 
Men also report new 
hair growth through 
KOTALKO. Many tes- 
timenials from men an 
men whe health wa mioubtedly good and whose 
hal is were 
Is your physical eenertion equal to theirs And are 
vir hair reots alive i ant If » they may be 
sti lated into growin through Kotalko, the right 
wt of invigorant Sold by busy druggists everywhere. 


To prove the efficacy of Kotaiko, 


for men's. women's and children’s 
Fr the producer are giving 
kes coupon or write. 


se 


Kotal Co., W-488, Station o, New York 
FREE Proof Box of KOTALKO 


Please send me 


OST YOURSELF! It pays! I paid 
D. Martin, Virginia, $200 for a single 


copper cent. Mr. Manning, New York, 
$2,500 for one silver doll: Mrs. G. F 
Adams $740 for a few old ins. I want 
all kinds of id coin me and 
stan 


wit PAY ‘sioo FOR. DIME 


18945 Mint; $50 for 1913 Liberty Head 


Nickel (not buffalo) and hundreds of 
other amazing prices for coins. Get in 
touch with me. Send 4c for Large I!lus- 
trated Coin Folder. It may mean much 


profit to you. Write today to 


COMPANY OF TEXAS 
Dept FORT WORTH, TEXAS 
"hom st Rare Coin Establishment in U. $.] 


a 


The 


PHILADELPHIA 


Centre of Philadelphia Social Life 
Choice of the Particular Traveler 
J. M. ROBINSON, Man. Dir. 


BUNIONS GO! 


EVER, in the history of medical science, has the amazing 
action of Pedodyne Solvent been equalled. It’s perfectly 
marvelous. Stops the torturing pain of the most sensitive 
bunion almost instantly and reduces the enlarged, disfi pres 
rowth like magic. So rapid is the reducing power o 
yne Solvent that thousands report they now wear new a 
with ease and comfort. Just mail the Coupon so we can 
arrange for you to try Pedodyne on your own bunion and 
rove the quick, sure, amazing results. No obligation. 


Addresa_ 


| 


Untold Tales 


| Continued 


to go out and have a look. A week or so 
later I met him. He told me he had found 
a cow boy out there who was great stuff for 
fiction stories. The fellow’s name was Tom 
Mix. 

Mix was just a rough cow puncher then— 
green as grass and crude as an unplaned 
board. I remember that they had a cow boy 
rodeo in Los Angeles not long aiter that 
The movie cow boys took part. Mix came 
whirling by the grand stand and lassoed Van 
Loan out of a box—dragging him along by 
the heels through the dirt—a joke which 
failed to make a hit with Mr. Van Loan. 

I mention this because, so far as I know, 
these Van Loan stories were the very first of 


the innumerable works of fiction whose 
scenes have been laid in Hollywood. Movie 
fiction began with a Van Loan story about 


a cow boy (Tom Mix) who proudly invited 
his best girl to the theater to see him on 
the screen, then found that he had been cut 
out of the picture. 

With the advent of the movie cow boys, 
the “yes men” at the studios inaugurated the 
custom of sending cavalcades of punchers 
down to the depots to welcome incoming 
and outgoing magnates. No magnate in 
good standing could go to the beach and back 
without a regiment of whooping vaquerros to 
send him off and bring him back. 


STORY is told about the first time that 
delightfully quaint old “Uncle Carl” 
Laemmle, the magnate of Universal, was 


greeted by such a Wild West demonstration 
His jaw dropped with amazement 

“This is a fine party,” he said. “But may 
I ask who is paying for the time of all these 
cow boy gentlemen?” 

“Why — um — er — why Mr. 
Laemmle.” 

“Take me back. 
cow boys.” 

It began to dawn upon me there really 
might be something in this motion picture 
business on a certain day when Bill Keefe 
came into my office. I had known him as 
a newspaper man. He disclosed that he was 
now a press agent and had come in to 
announce to me that the name of the 
“Clansman” had hen changed to “Birth of 
a Nation.” All I knew about the “Clans- 
man” was that a very crude novel had been 
written under that title by a preacher named 
Dixon. 

The conversation ended by his asking me 
to go out on location and see Griffith make 
a scene from “Birth of a Nation.” 

The field has long since become a populous 
real estate tract with near-Spanish Holly- 
wood houses. I can’t even remember where 
it was. But at any rate, Griffith was stand- 
ing up on a high platform with a megaphone. 
All around were troops, wagon trains, gallop- 
ing cavalry. 

I remember an old man with one arm who 
had been hired as a dynamite expert. He 
was also expert in exploding everything at 
the wrong time. Everything would be pro- 
ceeding with high dramatic tension when 
Wham! The landscape for a hundred feet 
around would go up with a crash. And the 
old man would come out with a pleased 
air of satisfaction. 

In spite of the disadvantage of being three 
hundred yards away from him, Griffith 
would light into him; his words were also 
dynamite. 

I suddenly became fascinated with the 
movies and went out another day to see 
Griffith work. He was making that day 
what was to become one of the classic scenes 
of the screen. Many capable critics have 
stated that the finest single scene ever made 
on the screen was the one in which the 
uittle Colonel (Henry Walthal) comes back 


you are, 


I can go without all those 


Jrom 


SMART SET MAGAZINE for December 1929 


of Hollywood 


page 25] 


aiter the war to find his old home wrecked 
I think that no one on the set (least of all 


Walthal) realized that movie history was 
being made 
We were, at the time, very much more 


interested in another event that took place. 
Looking down from his perch on the plat- 


form, Griffith saw a girl in the crowd of 
extras. His eye wavered from the Little 
Colonel. “Who is that pretty girl? Have 


her step out to the front.” Every eye turned 
to the girl. I never shall forget the mingied 
looks of astonishment, hatred, and jealousy 
that were turned upon her. The King had 
elevated another commoner to the nobility. 
Every one realized what it meant. As I 
remember it the girl was Seena Owen. 

It was the first of many many stars I 
have seen tapped by the magic wand in the 
Griffith studio. Aiterward I worked with 
him on the sets for four years as a pro- 
duction adviser and often I saw that in- 
cident repeated—Dick Barthelmess, Rudolph 
Valentino, Ramon Novarro, Douglas Mc- 
Lean, Carol Dempster, Clarine Seymour! 

There is a little family secret about the 
“Birth of a Nation” that I believe has 
never been told. Griffith’s money gave out 
during the making. He twisted and turned 
every way he could think of, but it was no 
use. Bill Keefe came down into my office 
and asked me if I couldn't help him find 
somebody who could let Mr. Griffith have 
eight thousand dollars. He would give a 
fourth interest in the picture for that 
amount. There were no takers. 

That eight thousand dollars would have 
made the investor several times a million- 
aire. Finally Griffith sold some state rights 
to Sol Lesser, who was willing to take a 
chance and got just enough to finish the 
picture—almost. Not quite! 

Griffith found himself out one day on 
location with enough money to pay off the 


cow boys until noon; not another cent. 
These punchers were not in it for art’s sake. 
“Pay or no ride,” was their motto. The 


end had come and the famous ride to the 
rescue had not been staged. Some assistant 
director got a heavenly inspiration. He 
moved the “chuck wagon” straight down the 
road—and blew the dinner horn! No one 
has ever known that the most famous mad 
ride in the history of the screen was really 
some hungry cow boys hurrying toward grub. 


HAT picture made many reputations. 

When Griffith needed some one to play 
the part of the honest young blacksmith, 
they found for him a young extra man with 
muscles like a prize wrestler and an appeal- 
ing young face. That was Wally Reid. 

Some time before that Griffith had had 
a player in his company called “Lovey 
Marsh.” One day she brought her little 
sister on location with her. Griffith looked 
at the sister out of the corner of his eye. 

“Sit down on that stump,” he said abruptly. 
“Your beau is coming and you don’t want 
him to know you care whether he is coming 
or not. That’s it! Now get up and run 
around the stump and fling out your arms, 
You are glad he is coming—no matter whether 
he knows it or not. That’s fine! You stay 
here this afternoon. Lovey, you can go 
home but your sister stays.” 

That is how Mae Marsh happened. 

To the astonishment of every one, he gave 
her the lead part in this picture which was 
to make or break his fortune. Not only 
that, but he took the singular dramatic 
liberty of killing off his heroine in the middle 
of the picture. 

Lillian and Dorothy Gish were both in 
that picture, but they were very small pump- 
kins at that time. All Lillian had to do was 
sit at a spinning wheel in some sort of 
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he's imitating 
99 
a pianist / 
.....Someone shouted 


Then a queer thing happened 


had strummed some Blues" for us on his uke 


And I can’t even remem- | 
I was in the == 


symbolic costume. 
ber what Dorothy did. 
later when Lillian and Dorothy both did the 
single scenes that made them world famous. 


EANWHILE+¢ there were other studios 
in Hollywood that were making his- 
tory. It was around this time that Jesse 
Lasky and Cecil B. De Mille started a studio 
in a barn out in the middle of a lemon grove 
in Hollywood. Ince had been going for a 
long time in a canyon north of Santa Monica 

I didn’t know either of them very well 
but I used to go down to Ince’s to see the 
Sioux and Blackfoot Indians who lived in| 
tepees on the studio grounds. Very casually | 
I got to know two or three boys on the lot; | 
one was a lanky serious young fellow named | 
Charles Ray. The other interested me be- 
cause he always seemed to try so pathetically 
hard to make good; his name was Jack 
Gilbert. 

Psychologically these big leaguers 
were building up this great industry 
an interesting contrast. 

De Mille always made me think of a 
fashionable jeweler; he laid out glitter- 
ing things on a tray and only he knew which | 
were genuine and which were bunk. 

Griffith was always half actor and half 
evangelist. 

Sennett was a street corner policeman who 
walked along swinging his club and liked to 
listen to the quarrels of Mrs. Mahoney and 
Mrs. Clancy as they hung the clothes out 
on the line; he had an avid instinct for life. 

Ince was a patent medicine man who kept 
his eyes on the faces of the crowds. The 
minute they looked away he changed the 
act. Like a medicine doctor he was always | 
packed up to go. He dealt frankly in 
hokum; and if they didn’t like that kind of | 
hokum, he was prepared to switch it at any | 
moment. | 

Bill Hart, who had come to the studios 
from the stage, several newspaper men and 
a few actors used to have dinner at a Ger- | 
man restaurant. Sometimes it was so 
crowded that you had to eat in your lap. 
There was a little family there—a mother 
and three daughters—who interested me 
very much. They were making such a 
brave struggle to get on in the world. 
The mother especially was a brilliant, witty 
woman with a downright common sense 
that made her the most quoted woman in 
town. She was the mother-confessor for a 
great many girls other than her own daugh- 


who 
were 


ters. It was Mrs. Peg Talmadge; and the 
daughters were Natalie, Constance and 
Norma. 


It is an open secret in Hollywood that 
“Peg” and her original remarks formed the 
basis for Anita Loos’ “Gentlemen Prefer 
Blondes.” The other girl in that book was 
taken from Mildred Harris. 

Anita herself had appeared on the scene | 
by this time. I think I helped to discover 
her. It is very difficult for a newspaper to 
find good country correspondents. We dis- 
covered a jewel of the first water in A. Loos 
who sent in reports from Coronado Beach. 
Sharp, keen, scooped the town regularly and 


and Nan had just finished her screamingly funny 


burlesque on the ‘Kinkajou. 
for dancing when—the radio refused to work! 

No amount of jiggling brought it to life, 
either. All we could get from that con- 
founded radio were such desolate howls that 
the girls begged us to leave it alone. 

Someone made a half-hearted suggestion of 
bridge. But Tom had a better plan. Pulling 
Joe to his feet—good old “‘sit-in-the-corner 
Joe, whom everyone liked to pick on—he cried 
in a loud voice 

“Just a minute. folks! The party is saved! 
Joe, here, has kindly offered to enliven the pro- 
ceedings with a piano solo ing 

This promised to be good—for, as we all knew, 
Joe couldn't play a note. Naturally we expected 
him toclown ... 

Just as he sat down at the piano, Tom called out: 

“Play ‘The Varsity Drag’—that’'s a hot dance 
number!" 

Excited whispers came from all parts of the 
room. ‘‘Wonder what he's going to do!''—‘‘He 
doesn't know one note from another!"’ Suddenly 
someone shouted 

“Get this! Look—he's imitating a pianist!" 


A Queer Thing Happens 


Raising his hand melodramatically, Joe waited 
a moment to command silence. hen, to the 
complete amazement of us all, he struck the first 
bars of—‘'The Varsity Drag!" 

And how! With all the verve and expression 
of a professional! No wonder Tom's eyes al- 
most popped out of his head! This wasn't the 
clowning he had expected Joe to do! 

Unable to resist the tantalizing music, couple 
after couple glided around the floor. yhen Joe 
stopped playing, the applause could have been 
heard around the block. 

All evening they kept Joe busy at the piano— 
playing jazz, popular songs, sentimental ballads, 
— classical stuff—everything the crowd asked 
or 

How that lad could play! I was dumbfounded. 
Joe had always seemed to be a ‘‘born wallflower” 

he had never displayed any talent for enter- 
taining — yet now . . I determined to 


solve the puzzle. On the way 
= 


“‘How on earth did 
you do it?”’ 


He laughed. a it was 

easy! I simply 
took that 
home - study 
course in mu- 
sic your cousin 
told us about. 
There wasn't 
any expensive 
private teacher 
to pay and 
since the les- 
sons came by 
mail, I didn't 
have to set 
aside valuable 


We were all sct 
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hours for study. In 


fact, | practiced Pick Your 
only in my spare _ Instrument 
time, a few minutes Vista 
a day. And the | pif, Flute 
course is thorough! | Cornet Senephene 
Before I knew it, I Trombone Harp 
was playing simple | Piccolo Mandolin 
pieces by note, | Guitar ‘Cello 

" Hawaiian Stee! Guitar 


and 

guess you 
don't have to tell 
me how thorough 
it is,’ I broke in. 
“Your performance 
tonight was a 
knockout! And you 
used to say you 1 
no ‘talent'!’ 

“IT haven't,”’ he insisted. ‘‘Anybody can learn 
to play the U. 8. School of Music way!" 


Sight 
Voice and Speech Culture 
Harmony and Composition 
Drums and Traps 


5-String or Tenor) 
Piano Accordion 
Italian and German Accordion 


* * * * 
This story is typical. You, too, can learn to 
play your favorite instrument by this easy ‘‘at 
ome'’ method that has taught over half a mil- 
lion people. It’s so simple you don't have to 
know the slightest thing about music. Your 
progress is amazingly rapid because every step 
is clear and easy to understand. Just pick out 
the instrument you want to play. The U. 8. 
School of Music does the rest, and the cost 

averages just a few cents a day! 


Free Book and Demonstration Lesson 


Our illustrated Free Book and Free Demonstra- 
tion lesson explain all about this remarkable 
method. The booklet will also tell you all 
about the amazing new Automatic Finger Control 
If you really want to learn to play—take this 
opportunity to make your dreams come true. 
Sign the coupon below. Instruments supplied 
when needed, cash or credit. U. 8. School of 
Music, 42712 Brunswick Bldg., New York. 
U. 8. School of Music, 
42712 Brunswick Bidg., New York City 
Please send me your free book ‘‘Music Les- 
sons in Your Own Home" with introduction 
by Dr. Frank Crane, Free Demonstration Les- 
son and particulars of your easy payment plan. 
I am interested in the following course: 
Have you 


Name 
City State 


often. The first time I was called down 
that way, I went over on the ferry to visit | 


this paragon of journalism. A little child | 
of twelve years came out. 

“T want to see A. Loos,” I said brusquely. 

“That’s me,” she said in a little, choked, | 
scared voice. 

Anita, at that time, was also writing 
sketches of life of the Lower East Side of | 
New York and selling them. The fact that she | 
had never been in New York was incidental. | 

At fourteen, Griffith sent for her and gave | 
her the highest price ever paid to a scenario | 
writer at that time. Trust Anita to get the | 
prices. 

In the next installment of this series I go! 
to work in the movies on the old Sennett | 
lot—in the days of Chaplin, Mabel Normand, | 


Fatty Arbuckle and the bathing girls who | 
became the great stars. 


home that night I drew Joe 


aside and demanded: 
No 
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DIAMONDS WATCHES 


ASKHior CREDIT 


Write for Christmas Catalog showing quality gifts 
at reasonable prices. 2000 illustrations and de- ; 
scriptions of Diamond Rings in Platinum and Solid 
Gold, Dinner Rings, Pins, Brooches, All Standard 
Makes of Pocket Watches, Pearls, Dresser Sets, 
No. 924 — Woman's Silverware, Clocks, Kodaks, Leather Goods. 
CREDIT TERMS: Pay one-tenth down 

weekly, semi-monthly, or monthly at your conven- 
delivered on first payment. 


Blue White Diamonde; Dept. G-896, 108 N. State Street, Chicago, I. pack. 


No. 927—Eigin “‘Legionnaire” 
for Men, $19; $1.9 down; $1.90 
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PRESIDEN 


ATLANTIC CITY - ++ N.d. 


Offers for th 
and Wi» Season 


Single Rooms with Bart 
From $28 weekly, European Plan 
or $49 weekly, American Plan 


Double Rooms 
with Bath 

From $42 weekly, 
European Plan 
or $84 weekly, 
American Plan 


Sea Water Swimming Pool 


Marine Sun Deck 


Concert Orchestra 


Under the Management of 


D. BoUGHTON 
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“THE CONTROL OF BUSINESS 


Accountants command big income. 
Thousands n About 9,000 
Certified Public Accountants in 
U.S. Many earn $5,000 to $20,000, 
We train you thoroughly at home 
in your spare time for C. P. A. ex- 
aminations or executive account- 
ing positions. Previous bookkeep- 
ing knowledge unnecessary — we 
prepare you from ground up. 
Our training is supervised by 
Wm. B. Castenholz, A. M., 

C. P. A., ©. P.A.’s. FREE! 


Low cost—easy terms. Write now 
for valuable 64-page book free. FREE 
LaSalle 


Sept, 
FRE 


Ties the goodness of KONDON’S for cold 


SEND FOR YOUR 


SAMPLE NOW 


in head, sinus trouble, nasal catarrh, head- 

ache, dry nose, hacking cough, catarrhal 
deafness, hay fever, rose cold, throat trouble, 
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trip in a large seaplane, which he kept an- 
chored in the bay fronting the house. That 
particular recreation was for the guests only. 
Mr. Sutcliffe himself, didn’t like flying. At 
other times we would all don riding clothes 
and engage in one of the favorite pastimes 
of the plantation—pig chasing. The su- 
perintendent would drive up with a bag 
containing three or four tiny pigs, all 
greased to make their capture difficult. 
Young women were usually the contestants, 
and bets would be made as to which of 
them would catch a pig first. 
While others in the party sat 
rail fence and watched, the girls would 
pitch into the contest with vigor. If you 
have ever tried to catch a greased pig, you 
will appreciate that it is no easy job. Fre- 
quently it would take from fifteen minutes 
to half an hour before one of the lithe 
young competitors had succeeded in clasp- 
ing the slippery, squirming young pig in 
her dainty hands. By that time the vic- 
tor was anything but the trim, immaculate 
young person she had been at the start. 


on the 


NCLE JACK delighted in toppling over 
dignity. Some of the older men who 
visited the plantation were exceedingly dig- 
nified citizens. For their special benefit, 
Uncle Jack arranged that everybody would 
have to do some kind of a stunt. To flunk 
|in what you were called upon to do meant 
that you had to pay a more serious forfeit. 
On one occasion an especially dignified 
gentleman failed to do the stunt chosen, 
;and as a penalty Mr. Sutcliffe directed that 
he be tied to a painter’s seat and hoisted 
up a tall flag pole standing at the water’s 
edge. It chanced that I was his dinner 
partner, which required that I pay a like 
forfeit. We drew lots to see which would 
go first and I was the victim. 
Though not given to any sense of dizzi- 
But I 


ness, I felt an impulse to jump off. 

gritted my teeth and stuck until the top 
|of the pole had been reached. Not so my 
|partner. Half way up the pole he lost 
lall idea of dignity and yelled that he 
wanted to be lowered, which won some 
hundreds of dollars in bets for those who 


had wagered on me to go higher. 

Besides the amusements I have already 
| mentioned, there were drag hunts and pos- 
| sum hunts and quail and pheasant shooting 
a My own value would have dropped 
immediately to the zero point in his esti- 

mation if I failed to think up different kinds 
of parties. Uncle Jack’s theory was that 
people who had come to his place for a 
good time were entitled to nothing short of 
a good time, and his one conception of a 
| good time was something to keep the mind 
}and body continually diverted. 


HE plantation season which had started 

in October came to an end after 
j CAetetenes, and Uncle Jack headed the 
party for some point further south. 
| The girls were keen for Palm Beach, for 
|there they found themselves in the vortex 
lof a maddening social whirl—bathing, tea 
dancing, motoring, gay dinner parties and 
finally the Casino, where they would play 
the various games of chance, especially 
hazards. 
Chaperoning these extremely 
young -ladies was no easy task, considering 
{that the southern resorts are the rendez- 
vous for so many unscrupulous adventur- 
ers. Not only did Uncle Jack keep a watch- 
ful eve on them, partly because he felt re- 
sponsibility and partly because he was 
| jealous of other men, but he expected me 
|to see to it that they kept out of trouble. 
One evening Uncle Jack had left Dr. Bar- 
low, the three girls and myself, in the 


attractive, 
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Casino while he joined a group of his men 
friends who were playing for high stakes 
in a private room. We were all playing 
hazards with the generous supply of chips 
he had furnished. I was having such a 
rare run of luck that for a while I forgot 
to notice what the three girls were doing. 
At length I glanced up from the table to 
see that Sylvia had accumulated a pile of 
chips. 

“Sylvia,” I exclaimed, “you certainly are 
having a marvelous run of luck.” 

“Well, it isn’t altogether luck,” she smiled 
back. “This gentleman on my right was 
kind enough to give me these chips after 
I had lost mine.” I looked at the stack— 
several hundred dollars worth at least. I 
also looked at the gentleman on the right. 
A well known Broadway character. At that 
critical moment Uncle Jack walked up to 
the table where we stood. 


“Pretty lucky, Sylvia, aren’t you?” he 
remarked. 

“Oh, I didn’t win these, Uncle Jack,” 
Sylvia blurted out in all innocence. “This 
gentleman gave them to me.” 

She introduced the two men, but Mr. 


Sutcliffe simply glowered. Then he came 
over to me and directed me to get the girls 
out of the place as quickly as I could. 

“Why did you permit that?” he de- 
manded a little later at the hotel. 

“IT didn’t notice what had happened un- 
til it was too late.” 

“I’m paying you to notice such things,” 
he said. “Keep your eyes open.” 

Uncle Jack had introduced the girls to 
me as his nieces, but Helen, who was a 
frank young woman, told me they were in 
no way related to him. 

He was extremely fussy about the way 
they dressed and would go to any expense 
to get the right clothes for them. The fact 
that his taste in clothes was excellent was 
forcibly impressed upon me at the time of 
the big social event of the Palm Beach sea- 
son—the ball on Washington’s Birthday. 
Uncle Jack was eager that his “nieces” 
should look as well as any of the young 
women: who would be present. Calling us 
all into a council, he asked how we were 
equipped. 

“Haven't a thing to wear,” the girls 
chorused unison. Remembering the 
wardrobes full of dresses, I smiled at that 
inevitable feminine declaration. 

“That, I should say, is a 100 per cent 
untrue statement,” Uncle Jack commented. 
“However, I shouldn't have asked such a 
silly question. Miss Roberts, get them 
whatever they want—also yourself.” 

Joyously enough I followed his instruc- 
tions. A soft filmy creation of peach chif- 
fon and silver to match Helen’s delicate 
coloring; green tulle and silver for Sylvia; 
a brilliant red soft chiffon velvet to har- 
monize with Alice’s dark beauty, and a hand- 
some black and silver net gown for myself. 


N THE evening of the ball we were to 

meet in the sitting room of our suite. 
At half past ten all of us were on hand 
except Sylvia. After waiting fifteen min- 
utes, Uncle Jack asked me to step into her 
room and tell her to hurry. 

Heavens above, the spectacle which 
greeted me! Before a large dressing mir- 
ror stood Sylvia, with our personal maid, 
putting on the finishing touches—not to 
the lovely gown of foaming green and sil- 
ver tulle which had been purchased for 
her, but to a dress she and the maid had 
hastily pinned and basted together—a tight 
fitting, long trained affair of cheap lace 
over a foundation of cloth of silver. No 
movie vampire ever rigged herself in more 
vamplike style than the imaginative Sylvia 
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had for this occasion. She was seventeen 
and showing her age. 

I was still gasping for breath when 
Uncle Jack entered the room to see what 
was causing the delay. His eyes opened 
in wonderment and dismay. 

“Get out of that thing at once, Sylvia, 
and put on that new dress you just got.” 
He roared the command. Sylvia _ wilted 
and within a few minutes she presented 
herself in the sitting room, looking a pic- 
ture in the green dress. 

The incident seriously interfered with 
her ambition to appear as a vampire. She 
did not stir Uncle Jack’s wrath in that 
manner again. 

After the Palm Beach season our program 
was to go to Saratoga, for it was at the 
meeting held through August in this quaint 
old town that Uncle Jack usually brought 
out his best two year olds. 

All of us, the girls, Uncle Jack, Dr. Bar- 
low and myself, were ardent devotees of 
the turf. The Sutcliffe trainers would al- 
ways tell us when one of their horses had 
an especially good chance to win and we 
would bet all the money we had at hand. 
Frequently it was a good deal more than 
we had at hand, for our credit among the | 
bookmakers in the clubhouse was unlimited. 

Uncle Jack’s fondness for having young 
women near him brought about curious re- 
sults on one occasion. Our regular party, 
including servants, was motoring from New 
York to Saratoga. Passing through a small 
upstate village, I noticed Uncle Jack’s sud- 
den interest in a girl standing on the side- 
walk. She was a forlorn looking creature, 
about seventeen and shabbily dressed. 


“What a wistful look that poor child 
has,” he said. I studied her features as | 
closely as I could in a momentary glance, 
but could see nothing wistful. To me she | 
seemed to be just like any one of hun-| 
dreds of girls you see in the course of a 
day. 


FTER the car had rolled on for a hali 

mile or so, Uncle Jack announced his 
decision to remain in the town overnight. | 
We put up at the best local hotel, which 
wasn’t much, and resumed our trip the 
next day. By that time the whole affair 
had been dismissed from my mind. 

A few days after our arrival at the 
Spa, Uncle Jack called me and said I was 
to meet the late train with the limousine. 

“I’ve invited a young friend of mine 
to come here for a visit. I don't think 
she’s likely to have much baggage, as it 
was all arranged so quickly. See that the 
girls give her whatever clothes she may 
need until tomorrow.” 

He gave me a meagre description of the 
expected visitor. I, in turn, described her 
as well as I cculd to the chauffeur. We 
drove to the station and both of us looked 
over the passengers as they leit the train 
I saw no one who looked as though she 
might be our arriving guest. When I was 
about to give up the search and report 
that she had failed to put in appearance, 
my attention was attracted to a _ poorly 
dressed girl who seemed uncertain what to 
do. Then I recognized her. It was the 
“girl with the wistful look” we had seen 
in the small village. 

“There she is,” I told the chauffeur. 
“Tell her we are waiting.” He was sur- 
prised, but he followed my directions. 

Arriving at the house, I went directly 
to Helen, Sylvia and Alice and explained 
what had happened. 

“Merely one of Uncle Jack’s idiosyncra- 
cies,” I said. “We're all used to them. 
He wants you girls to supply her with a 
complete outfit for tonight.” 

“Not me,” said Helen. 

“Nor me,” said Sylvia. 

“Me, either,” said Alice. 

But they relented after a while and out- 
did themselves in furnishing the necessary 
things, looking upon the whole affair as a 
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These are exact untouched photo- 
graphs of Miss Augustine Rai- 
mondo, 2530 East 25th Street, Cleve- 
land, who was almost entirely bald 
and who had to wear a net covering 
in the school room. She was a very 
unhappy young lady. Physicians, 
hospitals and clinics told her that 
she would be bald for life. She 
saw one of our advertisements, | 
came interested and began taking 
treatments with Hairerbs. The 

wth of hair was surprisingly 
Ae A hairy fuzz began to appear 
after twelve treatments. More 
hair came steadily until today Miss 
Raimondo has a full head of hair 
which is daily becoming more lux- 
uriant. This case is open to inves- 
tigation by anyone. 
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of amazing Hairerbs 
fluid which I discov- 
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grew hair on my head. 
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the fluid with which I grew hair on my 
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I was just as bald as this picture. It is a 

photograph without any tampering 
or retouching. It is exactly as I used to look. Then look at 
the full head of hair I have in the picture on the left! ... As! 
have stated so often, I don’t know whether I am the first 
man who discovered this great secret, but I do know I have 
it, that I grew my own hair and that I am growing hair on 
the heads of other men. 
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Bald Men 


It’s No Joke 
to Be Bald! 


What I accomplished on my own head 
and on other heads I believe I can do for 
you, provided you are under 45 years of 
age and loss of hair was not brought 
about by burns or scars or other causes 
leading to absolutely dead hair roots. 
Anyhow, I must succeed or your money 
is refunded in strict accordance with my 
guarantee. No apparatus. My home 
treatment is simple, and easily applied. 


Mail This 
FREE Coupon! 


Mail the coupon today — Right 
Now—I will send you, immedi- 
ately, one full Ampoule of my mar- 
velous Hairerbs fluid which I discovered, 
of which I hold the secret and which 
grew my own hair on my own 

bald head. 
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|interfering with his personal affairs, 


| to 


rare bit of fun. I gathered up the arti- 
cles and took them to the girl’s room 
In a short time the maid and | had trans- 
iormed her into a really attractive young 
lady. I saw then what had escaped me be- 
fore—that she was really pretty. Uncle Jack’s 
eve had been more discerning than mine. 

Though extremely shy, Margaret, to give 
her a name, made an agreeable addition to 
our circle. The next day, on Uncle Jack's 
orders, I took her to the shops and saw 
that she was equipped as a young woman 
in her new station of life ought to be. 
She remained with us for ten days or so 
and then returned to her home 


at Sara- 


Jack’s 


N THE bustle of 

toga, followed by a visit to Uncle 
hunting lodge, I again forgot all about 
Margaret. It was not until I was getting 
ready to reopen the southern plantation 
early in October that I was again reminded 
of her. Her name headed the list of guests 
Uncle Jack had asked to spend the early 
weeks of the season with us 

The shock of my life came when Mar- 
garet put in her appearance at the planta- 
tion. In the few weeks intervening she 
had undergone a_ remarkable’ evolution 
Gone entirely now was the timid, hesitat- 
ing country lass with whom we had all been 
so pleased at Saratoga. In her place was 
a young woman of the world, thoroughly 
sophisticated, affected in manner and ex- 
tremely “upstage” in her speech. She was 
dressed to perfection in  smart-fitting 
clothes, of which there were plenty 

She came down for dinner in a chic but 
simple little gown of unrelieved black chif- 
fon velvet, adorned only with a beautiful 
pin of diamonds. The whole effect of her 
ensemble was vampirish. Her delicate skin 
was unrouged and whiter than ever, con- 
trasting sharply with the pomegranate red- 
ness of her lips. Her hair was no longer 
bobbed, but lay coiled about her head in 
pretty waves. Her lovely slender ankles 
were set off with the sheerest of sheer silk 
stockings and dainty slippers; and her car- 
riage was that of a girl who had been ac- 
customed all her life to entering a draw- 
ing room. All of us were fairly staggered 
with the exquisite picture she presented. 

But Margaret simply could not stand the 
windfall of prosperity which had come to 
her. Within a few days she was trying to 
lord it over us all. Her manner, especially 
the three girls, became so unbearable 
I dared the wrath of Uncle Jack by 
the circumstances to him. 
of turning angrily on me 


social activity 


that 
reporting 

Instead for 
as I 
had fully expected, his interest in Margaret 


|seemed to grow suddenly cold 


“Tell her to leave at once,” he directed. 
I did so within the next hour and Margaret 


went out of our lives. Later we discov- 
j}ered that she was not the wistful country 
miss we had supposed, but a designing 
young woman. 
ELLING guests to leave was no new 
experience for me. Uncle Jack was 


| who did not fit into the party 


quite brutal about this, when he found him- 
self annoyed by the presence of some one 
well. One 
instance stands out particularly in my recol- 
lections. 

Among our visitors was a genial, popular 
chap of whom Uncle Jack was extre iely 
fond. But he did not like the man’s wife. 
She was a rather nosey person, who had 
entirely too much to say and who could 
not ride, shoot, swim, dance or play golf 
or tennis. She and her husband had been 
invited to stay a week. When the week 
was up she came to me and asked if she 
could remain longer. Knowing that her 
room was to be occupied by other guests 
due to arrive the following day, I told her 
I was sorry, but that it could not be ar- 


ranged. She insisted so that I finally put 


ithe matter up to Uncle Jack. 
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no;” he directed 
lady that Mr. Sut- 


“For heaven’s sake, 


Tactiully I told the 
cliffe regretted that we lacked accommoda- 
tions for her to remain. But she outwitted 
us. On the day of her intended departure 
she contrived to fall down a few steps at 
the entrance to the house. She declared 
that she had sprained an ankle and Dr. 
Barlow was too gallant to deny her state- 
ment. So she remained for another week. 


T HAD become a superstition with all of 
us that whenever Uncle Jack came down 
to breakfast wearing a pink striped silk shirt 


he liked particularly well, it was an omen 
that something important was about to 
happen One day, when he wore that 


shirt at breakfast, he told us that a famous 


jockey whom he was going to make trainer 
for his racing stable was due to arrive on 
the first train 


The man put in an appearance on sched- 
ule and was congratulated by all of us at 
his good luck in getting such a fine job 
Uncle Jack welcomed him as a member 
of the party. Before lunch there were ex- 
tra cocktails to celebrate the occasion. When 


we sat down to luncheon I noticed that 
Tom, the jockey, spoke in a thick voice 
and that he was unquestionably tight. 


Uncle Jack announced at the table that 
owing to Tom’s presence our regular daily 
visit to the private track would be a spe- 
cial event. Watching these workouts was 
Uncle Jack’s greatest diversion. There was 
no other amusement he enjoyed quite as 
much, and it was an unwritten law about the 
place that every one was to be on hand. 

Everybody on the plantation was at the 
track for this gala occasion—everybody ex- 
cept a single person. That person was 
Tom, the most important of the lot. His 
absence threw a pall over us. We all knew 
what had happened—that Tom had passed 
completely out. 

Upon returning to the house, we learned 
that Tom had spent the afternoon asleep 
in his room. He came down to dinner 
nervous and ill at ease 

Toward the close of dinner there came 
a lull in the conversation. Uncle Jack stood 
up and all eyes were turned upon him. He 
was smiling, his manner as suave as ever. 

“Tommy,” he said, turning toward the 
jockey, “I invited you down here in order 


that you might look over the colts and 
fillies. I think you had a wonderful op- 
portunity.” (We all noted the use of the 
past tense.) “I thought you would at 
least be interested to go out to the track 
with us this afternoon. Instead of that 
you were asleep in your room. In fact, 


Tommy, I haven't had the pleasure of see- 
ing you sober since your arrival. All our 
arrangements are now at an end. You 
are not going to be my trainer.” 

There was an awful silence. Then Uncle 
turned to me. “Miss Roberts,” he said, 
“vou will wire to Mr. ———” (he men- 
tioned the name of a well known trainer) 
“that I am engaging him as my trainer.” 


HE dinner broke up in silence and we 
all went to our rooms early, thoroughly 
depressed and most of us sorry for poor 
Tom. We didn’t see him again. He was 
gone before we got up the next morning. 
You will probably question why one in 
my position would have any wish to quit 
such a job as this. At times I was working 


twenty hours of the day. For while it 
was not exactly work to mingle with the 
guests until all hours of the early morn- 
ing, it nevertheless meant a frightful loss 
of sleep. And Uncle Jack was a difficult 
man to work for. I! liked him, but at 
times his temper was maddening. Not long 


I resigned 
long hours. 
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What Price 


Christmas ? 


[Continued from page 27] 


Furious Famny can do to keep from falling 
on her knees and praying the avenging an- 


gels to do their stuff. 

i he that I string along with those mis- 
4 guided souls who join The Society for 
the Prevention of Useless Giving. No one 
wants to bother about the size of Dora’s 
shoes. Fancy lit- 
tle Wilhelmina’s 
expression when 
her eyes light on 
a pair of mittens 
and a brand new 
box of cereal the 
first thing Christ- 
mas morning. 

If I had my 
way about it, I’d 
give all the girl 
friends the most 
useless thing I 
could find — and 
make them happy. 
| would consider 
it an insult to have 
any one say, “Oh, 
how sweet of you, 
it’s just what I 
need.” 

Well, $1.64 is 
just what I need 
to pay the gas bill, 
but I'd pan any- 
body who gave 
me a gas receipt 
for Christmas. 
What I want is a 
new pipe —and I 
don’t need one at 
all. 

The happy 
words to hear 
tinkle and fall from 
the girl friend’s lips 
are, “Oh, you dar- 
ling, that’s just what I wanted.” 

Modern Christmas lasts too long. It be- 
gins about the middle of October with the 
greeting card headache. The decorations 
break out in November and by Christmas 
they look like last year’s hat 

As for tacking on anything 
about a Happy New Year 
to the annual irony, who 
thought of that? A dandy 
chance you have of being 
happy or even prosperous 
next year with the bills com- 
ing in early as larks on Jan- 
uary second. And any one 
who thinks the piper is paid 
with January bills is just an 
old nance. The financial out- 
go begins early in December 
and I don’t care how many 
charge accounts you have. 


The Boy Friend 
on Christmas 
Day 


HERE is the janitor and 
the ice man, the postman, 


the milkman, grocer’s 
boy, and if you are not very 
careful, the grocer himself. 


They all get so flirtatious as 
Christmas draws near you 
can hardly tell whether to tip 
them or marry them. 


But hence loathed melan- 
choly: let’s be gay! Over the 
hours spent standing in line 


at the post office, let us draw 
a veil. Christmas shopping 
comes but once a year. 
The old Christmas 
pings no more fit into 
modern scheme of 
than a dinosaur fits 


trap- 
our 


things 
a 


into 


When you write to advertisers please mention SMart SET MAGAZINE 


bird cage. 
steam radiators, or flaming plum pudding 
with acts of Congress? What we need is a 
Christmas that is up to date, wha! we need is 
a merry Christmas. It used to be a good 
time had by all—now it’s just a prolonged 
headache. 

Like a lot of old zanies we still sing, 
“Heigho the holly,” at so much per holly 
and so much per heigho. We bring in the 
pudding with bits of red crepe paper flutter- 
ing on it to kid the folks into thinking of 
brandy. We even try to keep up the quaint 
custom of hanging up stockings and telling 
the kiddies St. Nick will come flying through 
the air with a sleigh and reindeer. 


MAGINE that! A sleigh and reindeer. 

What do you suppose a kid thinks of that 
when his mind has been dwelling on the new 
transcontinental air record and the latest 
model passenger plane? A sleigh and rein- 
deer belong to the past tense—and the past 
ages. Lindbergh has put Santa Claus—and 
the methods that once made Santa Claus 
famous—out of the young mind. And the 
carrying possibilities of the modern airplane, 
anyway, would capsize an old-time sleigh. 
Besides, who ever heard of a flying sleigh? 
Children aren't morons, really! 

And modern stockings won't hang up! 
Try stuffing goodies and toys, or even candy 
and bracelets, into a pair of stockings you 
have to creep into with silk gloves for fear 
of unraveling three dollars’ worth of spider 


web before you can say Merry Christmas. 
Just try it. 

Probably Christmas in the Hawaiian 
Islands is the best of all. There, there is no 
possibility of snow and sleighs and Yule 


logs, no fireplaces and no hanging of stock- 
ings. There, it is just another day, a bit 
more happy than the others, and very much 
more embellished with food—yes, and with 
drink. It’s an old Hawaiian custom. 

But with us the old ways are strong and 
perhaps not to be changed. The idea after 
all is just to make the best of it and save 
your grouch and wise cracks for the family 
reunion. You'll need them. 


And so Merry Christmas to all—and trv 
and get it! 


MERRY CHRISTMAS! 
Try and Get It! 


What have Yule logs to do with | 


ARE YOU WEAK, 
SICKLY, UNHAPPY, 
TOO FAT? TOOTHIN? 
WANT A NEW BODY? 
BIG MUSCLES? 


Are you weak, run- © 
down, unhappy * Want big 
muscles, more pep, more energy” 
Man, watch yourself change in the next 
30 days! 'll show you how to be * ‘BORN 
OVER AG i Let me build you the 
powerful body of an athlete! Let me put 
new strength into your internal organs 
let me cover your body with layers of 

brawny muscle 


Big Muscles Ouick! 


My Free Book tells how 
man writes, “J sever put on muscle so fast in ali m 
life!” Another, “they seem to grow overmighif”’ Still 
another, “after thirty davs of Titus Training T 
was a new man And another impossible to 
express my gratitude for such a miraculous change 
in so shortatime.”” (et my free book and read how 
a few minutes a day at home can make YOU over 


ts Yours FREE 


My book- “MIRACLES IN 
MUSCLES"'—ar it will 
ty your eyes yoe you 
want an entire NE 
or maybe you'd like to rid your- 
self of some — that's 
dragging you dow I can't 
begin to tell you here all the 
things that Titus Training 
will do for you It not only 
benefits you outside, but In- 
side, too; tones up your 
whole system: charges you 
with dynamic energy and 
high-powered pep 


YOU’RE 
NEXT! 


Send for it Now. One 


1 feel as if 1 were born all 
yveragain. I no longer re 


main in the back rows of 
ath 


~ I now have and thank 


you many times.” (Signed 

Franklin Kevfauver, Keedys 

tlle, Md. Why be a weakling when 
Everyone asks me what I it's so EASY to be strong” 


Just give me 30 days and 
see the amazing change 
watch those Muse! 
;ROW! I'm going to lay 
en on thick and fast. 
goin to broaden 


what Iam today." 
Duncan Roberteon, Concert, 
N.J 


In a month's time I was 


boy chest ve big inches of 

y friends been - 

~ hed et ad: extra expansion, that’s the 
srovement that ther can | ticket. And a whole inch 


hardly believe 
John McTyre 
Springs, Ga 

“IT oan tear a pack of 


more of solid muscle on your 
biceps—-within the first 340 
days, mind you And I'm 
going to develop EVERY 


Powder 


n half, bend spikes, and do 3 - 
1 muscle in your body in 

her th h 

many other things which 11 oroportion. Say, won't 


you be proud to see your- 
self in the mirror! And 
wait till you hear what your 
friends say—the girl friend 
especially! 


Just Send Me Your 
Name and Address 


Is your body worth a 2c stamp? Then tear off 
that coupon and shoot it in the mail TODAY. By 
return mail you'll get my big, illustrated book 
one of the most amazing books you've ever read 
Chock-full of muscle-building facts, packed with 
pictures of men rebuilt Read how, in just a few 
minutes a day at none, OU can develop MIGHTY 

OF STEE cost, no obligation, 
no salesman will call, Mev SH that coupon NOW 


TITUS 853 Broadway 


New York, N. Y. 


| Titus, Dept. S 145, 


| on my part. 


853 Broadway, New York, N. Y. 


Dear Titus: Okay, send that wonderful, big ustrate I 
book of yours, “MIRACLES IN MUSCLES to 
me by return mail, without the slightest cost or obligation 


Address 


Town State.... 
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No. A169—$62 
$2 Deposit—$1.25 A Week 
7 fine quality, genuine blue-white { 
diamonds are set in solid platinum 
disk shaped like solitaire. Diamond 
platinum cluster set in latest style, 
engraved 18 kt. solid white gold 
mounting. Two dark sap- 
phires add to beauty 


SEND NO 0n delive ry pay postman only $2.00. There- 
fter$1.25 weekly for about one year. Wear 
MONEY 


it 10 days free. Thenif you are not satis- 
fied that itis the biggest bargain you ever bought, returnit 
and we'll refund your deposit. A!) credit dealings 
strictly confidential. No red tape or needless delay. Credit 
orders from persons under 20 years of age not accepted. 


PRICE CUT TO $62—WORTH $100 
ow can buy this gorgeous ring at the wholesale price 
are it with similar rings at $100. We guarantee it to 

stand any test or comparison. Greatest bargain offer- 

ed by any Diamond Importer. W low 8% annual in- 
crease in exchange for a larger diamond ring. 

Write for Brings our large jewelry store to your home. 


jives complete information on grades, 
Catalog 


ights,cutting,etc. ,not divulged by other 
jewelers, so by at you may buy safely just like an expert 
ite Diamonds os low as $197 90 a carat 

WEEK — Write tor 


Blue wh 


AGENTS WANTED—EARN $100 A 


STERLING 
= WATCH 2: 
DIAMOND IMPORTER 00 STOCK —Est. 1879 
1540 BROADWAY. DEPT. 2681, N. Y. 


1000 People Killed Weekly 


Stop Weak Lung and Bronchial 
Trouble—C atarrh of Nose and Throat 
Asthma at earliest possible moment, with 
Aeriform Medicated Vapor Treatment 

Doctors said I could only live afew days 
from lung trouble—The Aeriform saved 
my life Mrs. M. Hickey, Burr, Ky. 
I can now preach the Word of God, the 
Aeriform saved my life Aeriform is a 
“God-Sent” blessing to those suffering 


of lung trouble Rev Holeomb, 

Urbana, Tex 
SEND NO MONEY—Just write and explain to 
us your trouble and we will send you The Aeriform 
Inspirator and Medication without one cent of 
expense to you—Try it for 10 days, and if benefited 
Send us $2.00. You are to be the sole judge, and 


the event of benefit to do we wish 


Address 
THE AERIFORM LABORATORY 
4450 Station Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio 


guS Manufacturi 
vofits SPECIAL 


only in you, 


any pay 


CANDIES 


FREE Rook 


W. Brawer 33 


East 


ow can read music like this quickly 
Wr sy for our vaes poouasy. It tells how to learn 
t Pia Orga Mandolin, Guitar, Banjo, etc. 
t r | pa earn. Costs 


AMERICAN SCHOOL ‘of MUSIC, 8 Manhattan Building, Chicage | 


- 
PHOTOS _ 
ENLARGED 


Size 16x20 inches 
full 


Special Free Offer with 
ement we will een = 


hance i miniature repro- 
duction of p sent. Take ad- 
vantar of thie amazing 
seend yvar photo today, 


UNITED PORTRAIT COMPANY 
1652 Ogden Ave., Dept. W-79 Chicago, 


When you write to advertisers please mention SMart Set MAGAZINE 


the host asked abruptly. 


| that the 


SMART SET MAGAZINE for December 1929 


The Competent 


Cook 


[Continued from page 49] 


retreating to the pantry with her tray. 
They stifled their laughter. Mrs. Cor- 
coran thought Mariana a perfect darling. 


Such a genuine Yankee character she was— 
crotchety and devoted. But so very 
good-looking. For her own peace of mind, 
she said, she’d much prefer that Leonard 
kept a Jap or a Filipino to do his house- 
work 

“Outrageous of you.” 

‘Ah, but all the women fall for Harrison 
Leonard, dear man. Queens to cooks.” 

“But I belong to you, whenever you'll 
take me.” He blew her a kiss across the 
table, then flung himself back in his chair, 
glowering. “Evelyn, how long are you going 
to keep teasing me?” 

“The third time we meet,” she sent back 
at him with a lazy smile, “I lunch with you 
alone at your house.” 


so 


“What a darling you were to come. Isn't 
it all mad and delightful?” 

“It’s very scandalous,” corrected Mrs. 
Corcoran. 

“Do we care?” 

“Sweetbreads a la Pompadour,” trumpeted 


Mariana, breezing in again. “Named for 
one o’ them French hussies.” 

“You're well up in history, aren’t you?” 
said Mrs. Corcoran, helping herself. 

“Ancient and modern. Hussies,” said the 
handmaid, moving round to Leonard, “are 
with us today, the same’s always. Make 
men fall in love with ’em—if love it can be 
called—and spreadin’ ruination in otherwise 
useful lives. I'd learn ’em.” 

“What would you do with these dangerous 
females?” inquired Leonard. He was much 
amused. He rejoiced in Mariana. Evelyn 
was smiling too. 

“One thing,” she replied quickly, with a 
queer decision, “I'd fight to keep any man 
I—loved away from ’em. Some wives sim- 


ply let their husbands get entangled.” Again 
she considered Leonard’s lovely guest. “Look 
at that case up in town last winter. Did 


you read it in the papers?” 
“T was in Italy last winter,” 
“Well, you missed something 
“What case do you mean?” 
Corcoran lightly. 


said Leonard. 


inquired Mrs. 


“The Armitage case.” 

“Oh, that!” She looked away, uninter- 
ested. 

“She and him was as nice a couple as 
you'd want to see,” Mariana went on. 
“Then along comes the hussy. Armitage, 
he runs off with her to Paris. His wife 
gets a divorce. But who wins anything 
else? The hussy, maybe, allowin’ Armitage 


{pays her good and plenty.” 


“Is there a vegetable to go with this?” 
Really, the girl 
would talk till doomsday, if he encouraged 
her too much. 

“Peas,” the cook reported proudly. “Kind 
o’ domestic. Fixed up with jest a mite o’ 
cream, little onions and lettuce. Sort o’ 
restful after that Pompadour dish. Gentle- 
men like garden after fancy stuff.” 
understand human nature,” 


sass 
said 
Leon: ard. 


“Better’n that.” scoffed Mariana. “In my 


line o’ work, I get hold of the inside stories 
of every prominent man and woman in 
Massachusetts.” 


head in air, the lovers 
Leonard thought 


S SHE withdrew, 
exchanged look 
rapidly, worried for an instant. Would this 
gossipy cook pick up anything today with 
which to regale her friends? Evelyn had 
been so brave; she had so splendidly defied 
convention by slipping over to Barksdale, 
least he could do was to make sure 
her little escapade should never be known. 


Such a sunny, jolly, reckless little affair as 
theirs had been. Out for a lark, she had let 
him scrape acquaintance in the lobby of the 
Boylston-Plaza, as though he had been a 
Harvard junior instead of a great figure, 
and she a minx from the movies instead of 


—what he knew she must be—a lady of 
quality. His heart, at her first shadowy 
smile, had turned over like a boy’s 


EXT time they met—it was on a morn- 
ing ride—he told her she had been sent 
into his life at precisely the right moment. 
At which profoundly original remark her 
smile had turned demure and lightly mock- 
ing. How perfect it was, she had answered, 
that, at the moment, she herself had nothing 
to do. Then they had laughed together. 
What harm? Just a lark—an adventure with 
no tomorrow. No harm in it, since both of 
them were free. Her past, background, con- 
nections, identity? Why ask about them? 
“IT hope you’ve not been bored to death 
by Mariana,” he apologized. 

“Funny how they pick things up,” re- 
turned Evelyn. “Of course the stupid papers 
made all they could out of the Armitage 
row, but—” 


“Never heard of it,” he said brusqucely. 


“You're lucky.” 
“T live—how shall I put it?—so entirely 
apart, you see. Quite to myself.” 


“That must be wonderful.” 

“It’s very lonely, sometimes. 

“Impossible. What do you want of stupid 
people about you?” 

“Not the others,” he told her quickly. 
“But you—vou have magic, you see. It 
isn’t just your beauty—it’s something else 
Magic, I call it. You—you take hold of 
me. And, Lord, I can make you happy!” 

She shivered. 

“T adore you.” 

She glanced over her shoulder at 
pantry door. Then audaciously, she 
out her hands to him in invitation. 

In a flash he was at her side, bending 
over her. Two soft arms slid round his 
neck as he sealed a kiss on her fragrant 
lips. 

“Excuse me.” 

“All right, 


” 


the 
held 


pealed from the background 
Mariana. We—we're engaged,” 


announced Leonard, all of a sudden. 
Mariana stopped dead. 
Evelyn twitched a sort of smile; her 
hands were nervous. 
“Decided this minute,” said Leonard gaily. 


Evelyn’s eyes had a sudden dark glitter. 


Then she laughed, a little bleakly. 

“Oh, oh,” whispered Mariana. Her color 
was flaming. “You? Engaged? Engaged 
to—that girl?” 

“You heard me.” 

“T didn’t hear you,” she cried passionately 

“What the devil’s all this, anyhow?” 
broke gratingly from the lovely Evelyn. 


She pushed back her chair. “There’s a 
limit—see ?” 

“Yes. Harrison Leonard, the greatest 
novelist living, tangled up with you. That’s 
the limit, if you ask me.” 

“Leave the room,” barked Leonard. 

“Tickled to death to leave.” she answered. 
There came a little break into her voice 


She had brought in a beautiful bowl of 
raspberries mixed in a cunningly flavored 
cream—which she set down recklessly on 


the side-board. “This is no place for a 
church member,” declared Mariana, her 
head high. “That’s the girl Joe Armitage 
took to Paris.” 

With a snarling cry, the lovely Mrs. Cor- 
coran jumped to her feet. Her chair crashed 
over. With a torrent of language entirely 
horrid in one so frail and warm and soft, 
she hurled her plate, her glass, and herself 
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at Mariana—whose grin, if a little scared, 
was triumphant. 

“Evelyn,” roared Leonard, 
“Stop-it—please.”" 

“Stop nothing.” Her pale hand reddened 
his jaw viciously. “Let me be insulted— 
vour lying dishwasher—talking like that to 
me—lemme out o’ here—I—I—” 

“Attagirl!” crowed Mariana. 


interposing. 


Two minutes later, from the pantry win-| 


dow, she saw the little roadster charge an- 
crily down the driveway and turn into the 
road on two wheels. The woman who was 
driving kept her head bent low. 


HE house was very still. Listening, 
waiting she cleared the table, did the 


dishes, put everything away—all without 
sight or sound of her employer. When the 
afternoon drew along to its close, she 
knocked at the door of his study. The book 


she had brought with her was under her arm. 
“Come in.” Leonard was slumped before 

his writing table; his pipe was cold. He was 

staring haggardly through the open window 

at nothing. “What is it you wanted?” 
“What time’s dinner?” 


He shook his head angrily. “Shan’t want 


any this evening.” 

“Then you won't need me any longer,” 
she suggested. 

“No. You've done quite enough for one 
day.” 

“I’m mighty glad I did it,” she shot at 
him promptly. 

For the first time, he raised his eyes to 
her. “What made you?” he asked heavily, | 
dully. 

“You did.” In her own eyes glowed 


adoration and loyalty. “You’re Harrison 
Leonard—too good to be wasted.” 


“But you said something terrible about 


that lady. Lied about her.” | 
“Lie? Me? Why, that’s Evelyn Cor- ! 
coran.” 


“Well?” The question crashed like thunder. 


“Ask any of the boys—the newspapermen,’ 
she said, “or Mrs. Armitage’s lawyers. She 


don’t show up so good when she’s riled, | 


does she. Well,” sighed Mariana, when he 
made no answer, “I—I suppose I’m fired.” 

“Just a minute. I want to pay you.” 
He fumbled in a drawer, and found a roll 
of bills. “Five dollars is right?” 

“Thank you.” She took the money, folded 
it into a square little wad. “Say, Mr. 
Leonard—” 

“Well?” 

“When they told me I was coming here, 
I fetched a copy of ‘Harvest Moon.’ I’ve 
read it over’n over. I may be a trouble- 
maker—but would you be awful kind, and 
write in it for me? I don’t suppose you'll 
ever see me again.” 

He wrenched open the book at the fly- 
leaf. 
ink, a queer wry smile dawned. 

“Will that do?” 


“To Mariana Sedley,” she read aloud 


slowly. “The cook who spoiled the broth | 
for her long-suffering victim—Harrison | 
Leonard.” 


“That ain’t just what you’d call a refer- 
ence,” mused Mariana aloud. 

“The dessert,” he reminded her gravely, 
“was a failure.” 

“I don’t suppose,” 
clasping her book to her heart, 
me to make another.” 

“Tomorrow ?” he suggested, 
the window again. 

“Early,” she promised. 

An hour or so later, she was back in the 
office. 

“Get anything out of asked 
Sunday editor. 

“Nothing for publication,” returned Mar- 
iana—so absently that her superior looked 
up at her with a kind of start. Her eves 
shone with a grave, bright tenderness. “I— 


breathed Mariana, 


it?” the 


I’m not much good at newspaper work. I’ yy 
can’t keep my mind on it.” 


“you'd like | 


looking « TRAVEL F OR “UNCLE SAM” 


Then, as he dipped his pen in ai —_— 
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Have you sent a name? If 
not, do so at once. It makes no 
difference who you are or where you live 
we want you to send us a name for this new and unusual sham 

Whoever sends the most suitable name will win $1000—nothing else to do. 


NOTHING TO BUY—NOTHING TO SELL 


You can use a coined word or a word made by combining two or more 
words, such as “Sungleam,” “Youthglow,” etc., or any other name you 
think would fit the high quality of this shampoo. Or your name might 
suggest the handy new container, our latest sanitary tube from which the 
Shampoo is simply squeezed out, thus eliminating ‘the waste and trouble 
caused by the old-fashioned liquid soap in bottles. There is nothing to buy 
or sell—simply the person sending the most 9 


suitable suggestion for a name will receive $100 EXTRA FOR 4 


$1000 cash prize, or if prompt $1100 in all. PROMPTNESS 
ANY NAME MAY WIN 17° get quick action we are going to pay 


No matter how simple you think your sugges- the winner an extra $100 for promptness, 
tion is you cannot afford to neglect sending 4 $1100 in all—so send your suggestion 


it at once. Any name may win. AT ONCE! 
Win this $1000 cash prize by a few moments’ 
thought. How can you earn this amount of CONTEST RULES 
money easier or more quickly? Remember, This contest is open to everyone except members 
there is no obligation! The person submitting _ of this firm, its employees and relatives. 
the winning name will have nothing else to _ Each contestant may send only one name. Sending 
do to win the $1000 and the extra $100, if = or more names will cause all names submit 

° P 4 y that person to be thrown out. 
prompt. In choosing a name bear in mind Contest closes April $0, 1930. Duplicate PT 
this is for cleansing the be given ties uate 
hair and scalp. It is designed to bring out To w win th t of $100 extra, th 
the beauty, lustre and natural gloss of the be mailed "withia 
hair. Remember, too, how handy the new jays after our announcement is read. 
sanitary tube is for traveling, no bottle to 
leak or spill, no cake of soap to lie around 
and collect germs. The only thing necessary 
to win is to send the name we choose as the best = 
most suitable for this shampoo. Only one name will be 


accepted from each contestant. This unusual offer is | 
only one of a number of offers embraced in our novel | 


| PARIS AMERICAN PHARMACAL CO., 

928 McCune Bidg., Des Moines, Iowa. 
Enclosed with this coupon on separate sheet is 
my suggestion for a name. 


distribution plan of ultra toilet goods, whereby those Date this announcement was read................0.-.0--0« 
taking part may win any one of twenty-odd prizes, the 


highest of which is $3500 cash. By participating in our | Date my suggestion is mailed...............ccssse oe 


distribution plan the winner of the $1100 cash prize 

may win an additional $3500, making a total of $4600. ! Petes 

Everyone sending a name, regardless of whether it wins l 

or not, will be given the same opportunity : win the Address... ianeialdiidciipiaeiiaacaaanaaletabiaaat 
$3500 or one of the other cash prizes. Get busy with l Nore: ol ty qualifies you for the extra 


your suggestion at once—do not delay! | $100 as outlined in this announcement. 


NG | Face Lifting 
WITHOUT COSMETICS—ENDORSED BY PHYSICIANS 


ances? Ph Broadway Actresses Learn Lillian’s Face Lifting Method. Men and 
FR. 4e CA ma. shi 200 DES/GNS Women get rid of Double Chin, Scrawny Neck, Wrinkles, Sags and 
'. Bags. Only one method. Only $5. Write today. Also 
] Either of these beautiful designs Silver > 
2 Plate 35¢ ea., $3.50 doz: Gold Plate 0c fj ? GIRLS! OPEN YOUR OWN BEAUTY SHOP TODAY 
Ss / ea. $5.00 do »z. Sterling Silver We ca J Learn Paris Beauty Formulas, be Charming and be a Paris Beauty 
8 j $5 00 doz. 2 colors enamel: Any 3 or 4 “S ain Artist, and how easy it is to cover Gray Hair; no dyes. Special 
¢ Y2 7 letters and date. Patent safety catches \ VES General Course only $5. Write today. No need to have old, ugly 


hands 
Lillian Pyms, Hotel Manger, 771 7th Ave., New York City 


loc each extra 


BasTIAN BROS CO. 927BASTIAN BLDG. ROCHESTER, ®. ¥. 


Railway Postal Clerks $158 to $225 a Month 


MAIL COUPON BEFORE YOU LOSE IT 


‘ FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, Dept. C-302 

ff Rochester, N. Y. 
4 Sirs: Rush to me without charge—copy of 32- 
page book How to Get . 8S. Government Jobs,” 
’ with list of positions obtainable and full particulars 

@ telling how to get a position. 
any er Government Jobs Obtainable. ¢ 
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or SNAP-SHOT= 
SIZE 16 x 20 INCH 


or smatier if desired 
Tt.e usual price of this work 
is $5.00 but by taking advan- 
tage of this Py ecial 
Offer youcan get a beautifu! life-like enlarge- 

ment of that favorite picture of mother, dad, 

sweetheart, baby or any friend for only 98 cents. 
SEND NO MONEY— Just mail us the photo—say size (Full 
figure, bust or group) and in about a week you will have your 
enlargement guaranteed never to fade. It comes to you 
co On arrival pay postman 98c plus - few cents postage, 
or send one dollar cash v ith orderand we pay postage. M 
back if not delighted. You can send us your most treasu' 
photograph, it will be returned to you unharmed. 


— alone are worth t 
ment 


4 ALTON ART STUDIO, Dept. 19 | Check Size 1 
i 5654 West Lake St., Chicago, I | ante 
' Please enlarge artistically the enclosed photo. | 16x20 in. ' 
Return enlargement and FREE Hand Painted 10x16 in. 8 
8 miniature C. O. D. 98c plus postage. (If $1.00 lixl4 in. § 
8 is enclosed you are to send postage paid.) | 8x10 in. g 
' 
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The richest child 


et 


Say ‘““CENTURY” and get the world’s Best 
Edition of the world’s Best Music by the 
world’s Best Composers. It’s 1I5¢ (20¢ in 
Canada) 2500 selections for Piano, Piano 
Duos, Violin and Piano, Saxophone, Mando- 
lin, Guitar and Vocal. Get free catalogue at 
your dealers, or write us 


Century Music Publishing Co. 
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The richest chud ws poor without Musical Training 


T 


WITH A 
FUTURE 
BE A RAILWAY TRAFFIC mearectone 


osition pay ing 20. 
Earn $200 
n be made 


a cer 


rk let 
, Buffalo, N. Y. 


Standard Business Training Inst, Div 
S7a DAY fries 


Selling Sitknit Guaranteed Hosiery. 
Must wear and satisfy or replaced. New- 
est styles. Big sellers. Finest silk hosiery 
that can’t be beat for beauty and quality. 
Big money daily, weekly, monthly. 
want agents who can sell and 


Make $2500 a Year 
Sell 3 to 6 paira in one family, a regular endless 
ch siness, good for 300 days ay tarn 
= extra income on repeat orders. Our money back 
guarantee grote ts ur customers. Our plan 
gives. you se for yourown use. 


Write today for sales plan, and earn bun- 


ne 


dreds of dollars in double-quick time. 
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her mind—as 


Murder Yet to Come 


[Continued from page 54] 


“Can you quote it?” 

“It ran in this fashion: 
me, Sahib. In a little time 
I have done before. 

“Did he mention how he _ expected 
change her mind?” 

“No. That seemed to be understood by 
Mr. Trent without explanation.” 

“And how did Mr. Trent take the prop- 
osition ?” 

“It appeared to strike him as an emi- 
nently satisfactory solution to the problem. 
He said that he would allow forty-eight 
hours for this change of mind to be effected, 


‘Leave her to 
I will change 


to 


and that at the end of that period the 
interrupted ceremony must be performed.” 
| A faint flush appeared upon Dr. Din- 
widdie’s countenance ror once he con- 
tinued without urging. 

“At that point I stated, with what may, 
|I fear, have been ungodly emphasis, that 
I would have no part in a resumption of 


any such ceremony. Whereupon Mr. Trent 
intimated that my usefulness to him was at 


an end 
“So I came away from that house,” he 
finished. “And I rejoice that it does not 


fall to my lot to return to it to preach the 
funeral sermon for its master. I fear I 
could hold out little assurance of his pres- 


}ent welfare.’ 


Jerningham released his stern control of 


|his features and frankly grinned 


“That would be perfectly all right with 
me,” he averred. “Is there anything else, 
no matter how trivial, you could tell us 
about your visit ?” 

“I recall nothing further,” he asserted. 

“About what time were you there?” 

“In the neighborhood of two o'clock.” 

“Did you happen to see David Trent, 
either in going cr coming?” 

“Is he a young man with red hair?” Dr. 
Dinwiddie asked. 

“Very.” 

“Then it was probably he whom I saw 
the front hall as I entered.” 

“What was he doing?” 

“He appeared to be bidding farewell to 
Miss Marshall.” 

“Did she seem, at that moment, to be— 
preoccupied ?” 

“IT could not say.” 

“And there is nothing else you can tell 
us?” 

“No.” 

Jerningham rose to go. 

“We're very much in your debt.” he said. 
“for the information you’ve given us, and— 
I'm sorry you're not going to conduct Mr. 
Trent’s funeral. I can imagine no one bet- 
ter qualified.” 


in 


S WE climbed into the car again, Jern- 

ingham chuckled aloud. 

“I'd give up an opening night,” he said, 
“to hear that chap indulging in ‘ungodly 
emphasis.’ But his story startling 
enough without it. Whew!” 

“But what do you make of it?” I 
queried. “To find that the row that started 
the whole business was over Linda’s re- 
fusal to marry Ryker, simply turns things 
upside down!” 

Jerningham made no answer till he had 
pointed the car again in the direction of 
Cairnstone House. 

“The crux of the whole matter,” he said, 
“is why she refused. We can’t get very 
far with deductions or inferences until we 
learn that. And the simplest plan is to ask 
her.” 

“Yes, but you have a theory,” I insisted. 

“T have two theories this time.” Jerning- 
ham acknowledged. “And neither of ‘em 
any good!” 


“What if they aren't? Trot ’2m out— 
quick, before we get back.” 
“Well, the obvious one is that something 


happened which suddenly changed her mind 
about marrying Ryker—a quarrel, for in- 
stance, or even a proposal from David! But 
we know by the testimony of three people 
that David's errand Saturday was to say 
good-by—tor five years And there are 
no traces of any quarrel between Linda and 


Ryker. Perhaps she refused on conscien- 
tious -grounds, because she doubted her 
sanity.” 


“But you don’t think so,” I said. “What's 


the other theory?” 


E TURNED off the pike into the walled 

grounds of Cairnstone House. 

“The other theory,” he said, “is that 
Ram Singh used his power over her to 
prevent the marriage.” 

“But why? It was no business of his!” 

“Wasn't it?” Jerningham argued. ‘“Mar- 
riage with Ryker would have meant Linda’s 
escape from this place—and perhaps from 
the vengeance of Kali.” 

I felt a sudden coldness in the Novem- 
ber afternoon. Had Ram Singh been able 
to pluck her back from the very threshold 
of safety? Was there no limit to what he 


could do? 
“If Ram Singh didn’t want Linda to 
marry Ryker,” I objected, “why did he 


offer a guarantee that she would do so on 
a subsequent occasion?” 

“He never meant to carry out the guar- 
antee. He gave it simply to appease Trent 
and keep Linda from being sent off to 
that ‘hospital,’ where she’d have been even 
farther out of reach of his vengeance.” 

“IT refuse to believe it,” I said. “If 
Linda broke off that ceremony because 
she'd been hypnotized and ordered to break 
it off, surely somebody would have noticed 
something.” 

“Dr. Dinwiddie did. At least he said 
she seemed absent-minded, and he says only 
about one-fifth of what he means.” 

“But Ryker would have noticed!” 

“He did notice something,” Jerningham 
returned. “Remember that conversation 
you overheard? What was it Ryker said?” 

“She asked him to forgive her, and he 
said there was nothing to forgive, that she 
simply wasn’t herself. What do you think 
he meant?” 

“Temporary insanity, probably. It must 
have seemed like that to him. And he 
carefully suppressed all mention of the in- 
cident in the account he gave to us. I sup- 
pose he feared we wouldn’t help in her 
rescue, if we knew she'd thrown away one 
chance of escape!” 

There was a distinct tinge of admiration 
in Jerningham’s voice. 


“Single-minded chap. isn’t he? There 
aren't many men devoted enough to run 
the risk of marrying insanity under circum- 
stances like these.” 

He glanced at his watch. 

“Almost the hour for the funeral,” he 
said. “There’s just time to ask Linda a 
question or two. And if she doesn’t re- 


member jilting Ryker at the altar, we can 
chalk up one more misdeed to Ram Singh's 
account.” 


S WE entered the hall, we heard voices 
from the drawing room on our right 
Linda was there. So was Ryker. They 
were standing by the front window, with 
their backs toward us, standing very still, 
very close together, in the late afternoon 
sunshine, facing the minister who had come 
to bury Malachi. The voice we had heard 
was the minister’s, repeating familiar words 
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love, 
and in 


serve him, 
sickness 


him, 
in 


“Will you obey 
honor and keep him, 


health, so long as ye both shall live?” 
And Linda’s answer, barely audible. 
will.” 


A feelinge of peace stole over me. For 
the moment, all was right with the world. 


I glanced about the room. At its rear 
stood Malachi’s casket, closed. There were 
some flowers upon it of the undertaker’s 


providing, no oth- 
ers. And the shad- 
ows were beginning 
to gather about it. 
But where Linda 
stood, the late sun- 
shine flooded around 
her. Its slanting 
gold was a benedic- 
tion on her slender 
figure, as she lis- 
tened with bent head 
to the minister's 
words. 

The only’ wit- 
nesses to the cere- 
mony were Nilsson 
and Ram _ Singh. 
There was a vigi- 
lant look in Nils- 
son’s eye. Ram 
Singh’s dark face 
was inscrutable. I 
looked curiously for 
some indication of 
defeat, but found 
none. 

The minister’s 
voice was intoning 
the closing words 

Ryker’s arm went 
round Linda’s shoul- 
ders and he kissed 
her with grave gen- 
tleness. Then they 
turned in our direc- 
tion and a coldness 


closed about my 
heart. 
Linda’s face was 


blank as death. 
The revulsion of 
feeling which seized 


me was so strong 
that I would have 
cried out in dis- Eyes ahead! 


ay, but the words 
caught in my throat. 


No wonder Ram 

Singh had watched that ceremony with an 
unmoved face. He could afford to. He had 
ordered it, because in some way it now 
suited his plans. 

But why? Why? One grim possibility 
raised its head above the rest, that he 
planned to strike at Ryker through the 
marriage. Or had he struck already, so 


that now he need only wait and watch the 
thrust go home? There was no answer to 
be had from Linda. She was a thousand 
miles beyond our reach. 

I heard Jerningham’s murmur in my 
ear as we stood together in the doorway. 
It was hardly more than a _ despairing 
whisper. 

“And I thought nothing would happen in 
broad daylight. Oh, Mac, what a fool I 


was! What a fool I was!” 
DO not know how long Linda stood 
there, motionless, before she stepped 


from Ryker’s side and moved toward Jern- 
ingham and me in the doorway. I watched 
her with a sort of fascination. The ex- 
pressionless calm of her face, the unseeing 
stare of her wide eyes, sent shivers up my 
spine. Not until she was within arm’s 
length could I realize that she didn’t know 
I was there. Then I followed Jerningham’s 
example, stepped back into the hall, and 
let her pass unhindered to the stairway. 
Then he followed close behind her. 


“You surprised us very much,” he re- 
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Sing a song of stockings, 


Slim and sheer and long; 


And—vwell, 


marked cheerfully to Linda’s unhearing ears, 
his tone loud enough to carry easily to those 
in the drawing room below. “We'd have 
come back earlier if we'd known.” 

The contrast between the heartiness of his 
voice and the anxiety in his face was 
grotesque. But once in the upper hall he 
laid pretense aside. 

“Listen, Mac,” he told me in an urgent 
undertone. “I don’t dare leave Linda alone 
a minute. You go 
on down to the fu- 
neral and make my 
excuses. Tell ’em I 
never go to funerals. 
Tell ‘em whatever 
you like. And pre- 
tend you didn’t no- 
tice anything wrong. 
But get word pri- 
vately to Nilsson 
not to let Ram 
Singh out of his 
sight, even if he has 
to arrest him for- 
mally. 
as you're back from 
the cemetery, come 


find me. 
with Linda. 
Ryker! He’s in for 
a jolt, unless he’s 
already begun to 
understand.” 


the drawing room 
and did my best to 
follow instructions. 
There was no talk 
of the wedding be- 
yond my brief con- 
gratulations. Pres- 
ently David ap- 
peared from some- 
where, and last of 
all Mrs. Ketchem. 
Whereupon the min- 
ister, a well-fed un- 
imaginative young 
man with his black 
hair parted in the 
middle, proceeded 
with the second cere- 
mony as calmly as 
though such com- 
binations of events 
were his daily lot. 


Attention! 


sing asong... 


Y THE time we returned from the ceme- 
tery, the early dark had fallen, and 
Cairnstone House lay as lightless and som- 
ber as when I saw it for the first time. 
Ryker acceded readily to my suggestion 
that we look for Jerningham, and we went 
upstairs, turning on the lights as we went. 
We found Jerningham pacing up and 
down the long hall on the third floor. 

“Where’s Linda?” I asked. 

He nodded toward her room. There was 
a light burning within it, which we had not 
seen as we approached the house, because 
her room was on the rear corner of the east 
wing. The open door afforded a view of 
Linda, lying fully dressed upon her bed, ap- 
parently fathoms deep in sleep. 

“She’s been lying like that ever since she 
came up to her room,” Jerningham ex- 
plained. “She’s so sound asleep she doesn’t 
rouse at all when you speak to her. It 
worries me a bit.” 

“I think she’s only feeling a_ reaction,” 
Ryker said, “from the strain of the past days. 
You can’t keep your nerves on the stretch 
forever. She came up for a nap after 
lunch, and I guess she slept all afternoon, 
until Ram Singh woke her just before the 
minister arrived. She seemed still a_ bit 
dazed with sleep when we came down for 
the ceremony.” 

“Had you planned ahead to tale ad- 
vantage of the minister’s presence ?” Jerning- 
ham asked with sympathetic interest. “Or 


And as soon | 
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Poor | 
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was it the result of a sudden inspiration?” 
|} “Inspiration,” Ryker answered Ram 
Singh asked if we were going to be mar- 
ried this afternoon, but it struck me as a 
good idea. So I proposed it to Linda at 
the last moment, and she acquiesced.” 

“I think she was wise,” Jerningham as- 
sured him, and added experimentally, “A 
lot wiser than she was last Saturday.” 

“So you know about Saturday.” Rvyker 
commented, with a rueful but impenitent 
smile. “It wasn’t quite fair not to tell 
you. But I was afraid your enthusiasm 
{for rescue might weaken if you knew how 
my previous attempt at deliverance had 
flivvered.” 


“I’m not blaming you,” Jerningham de- 
clared. “But how do you account for 
Saturday's failure?” 

Ryker’s face darkened. 
| “I hate to account for it,” he said re- 
luctantly, “but I suppose you ought to 
|know. I told you in the beginning, you 
|remember, that terror was driving Linda 
}over the edge of sanity. I didn’t want to 
admit that she’s already subject to states 


of depression, during which she is not her- 


self. One of those moods came upon her 
Saturday. There was nothing to do but 
wait for it to pass. But now—” 


His voice warmed with relief. 

“Now that I have the right to take care 
of her, things are going to be different,” he 
fi:.ished “You said this morning that 
you'd decided she wasn’t morally responsi- 
ble for Malachi’s death. Are you suffi- 
ciently satisfied of that, so you'll let me 
take her away to rest?” 

“Almost,” Jerningham 
smile that only half covered the anxiety in 
his face. “We need a bit more proof, but 
there’s a chap coming tonight, a psychiatrist 
named Esdaile, who can help us out. And 
after that I hope you take her where she'll 
never hear of Cairnstone House again.” 

There came to us the faint ringing of the 


answered with a 


telephone far below us in the library, and 
in a minute or two the sounds of Nilsson’s 
steps ascending the stairs. 


‘Telegram for you, Jerningham,” he said. 
“Esdaile’s taxi had a collision on the way 
to his train, and he’s too battered up to 
come. Sent you a list of three or four 
men in Philadelphia who might serve.” 

Jerningham looked stunned. 


“All the breaks against us!” he muttered. 


There was a little silence. Nilsson and I 
knew, as Ryker did not, how indispensable 
Esdaile was to Jerningham’s plans. But it 


was Ryker who stepped into the breach. 
“You think it’s important to have a 
psychiatrist—tonight—for Linda?” he asked, 
with sudden anxiety. 
“I know it is,” Jerningham said. 
“All right! I'll get you one,” 


Ryker 


promised grimly. “Give me the list.” 


IVE minutes later we heard his roadster 


start off down the drive And still 
Linda slept like one of the dead, heedless 
,; of who left her or who stayed. 
' The moment Ryker was gone, Nilsson 


turned to Jerningham. 
“I told David to keep an eye on Ram 
Singh till I came down again,” he said. 
“Ready now to have me take him to the 
|lock-up at Media?” 
Jerningham shook his head, 


frowning. 


“No. Ready to have you arrest him on 
suspicion—suspicion only—of stealing the 
Wrath of Kali, and lock him in his room 
with a guard outside.” 

Nilsson .looked disappointed. 
| “That’s better than letting him run 


around loose,” he said grudgingly, “but why 
not jail?” 

“We've got to keep him in 
hands,” Jerningham said. “He has 
in such a deep hypnosis that I can’t 
her at all Ryker believes she’s merely 
sleeping heavily, and I thought it better 
| not to undeceive him, but I’m afraid it may 


our orn 
Linda 
rouse 


\take a psychiatrist’s help to bring her to.” 
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bring het 
grim set 


Ram Singh 
with a 


make 
suggested, 


could 
out,” Nilsson 
to his jaw 
‘As a last resort, 
Jerningham conceded, 
doubt if Ram Singh is easy 
by the fear of death. But 
comes absolutely necessary, I 
his influence to touch her again. 
know what orders he has given 
ready. But at least he shan’t 
chance to give her any more.” 
“Then the sooner we lock him up, the 
better,” Nilsson declared, and departed with 
considerable satisfaction upon that errand. 


“We 


could, perhaps,” 
slowly. “Though I 
to coerce, even 
unless it be 
don’t want 
We dont 
her al 
have the 


we 


OW,” Jerningham said as Nilsson re- 

joined us, “if you will guard Ram 
Singh, and keep an eye on Linda, Mac and 
I will go downstairs and see if either David 
or Mrs. Ketchem can add anything to our 
knowledge of what happened this after- 
shout down to us and 


noon. If Linda stirs, 
we'll hear.” 

We found David in the billiard room, 
moodily practising carom shots. He looked 
up eageriy as we entered. Then his face 
fell. 

“What's happened to Linda?” he asked 

“A great deal,” Jerningham answered 
gravely. “Did you see her at all just be- 
fore the wedding?” 

David’s cue clattered to the floor, but I 
do not think he heard it. He was staring 


at us in petrified amazement. 
“Wedding?” he repeated haltingly at last. 


“Who—whose ?” 

“Linda’s and Ryker’s,” Jerningham an- 
swered. “Before the funeral this after- 
noon.” 


David's hand clenched on the edge of 
the billiard table. 

“That’s a lie,” he choked. “She never 
married him. She wouldn't! She couldn't!” 
“She did,” Jerningham returned coolly. 

David’s voice rose uncontrollably. 

“T tell you she couldn’t!” he cried. “She 
—she— Damn you man, she’s in love with 
me!” 

Jerningham’s eyes narrowed 

“Careful,” he warned. “She been en- 
gaged to Ryker since—let me see—since a 
week ago Monday morning.” 

David stared. 

“A week ago Monday morning,” he mut- 
tered. “And I met her that afternoon—for 
the first time.” 

“Then you see,” Jerningham pointed out 
reasonably, “she was engaged to Ryker be- 
fore ever she knew you. Besides, she’s not 
a girl who’d marry one man if she loved 
another.” 

“But she couldn’t have 
David insisted desperately. 
me nothing should ever come 
not life or death, or anything 
happened or might happen—” 

His voice broke. 

“Nor angels, nor principalities, 
ers,” I quoted softly. 

He looked up, startled. 

“How did you know that she 
he asked huskily. 

“IT heard,” I said. “Only of course I 
thought it was Ryker to whom she spcke. 
Jerningham, he’s telling the truth.” 

“Of course I am!” David blazed. 

“I believe you are,” Jerningham told him 
gravely. “But so was I, when I said she 
married Ryker. There’s only one explana- 


married him.” 
“She promised 
between us. 
that had 


nor pow- 


said that? 


tion—she married Ryker without knowing 
what she did.” 
“You don’t mean—she’s—insane,” David 


said jerkily. 

“Not insane. Hypnotized by Ram Singh. 
She wes under hypnosis at the time of the 
ceremony, and she is yet, and how much 
longer sie’ll be in that state, nobody knows.” 

“But can’t you do anything about it?” 
David demanded. 

Jerningham’s face grew somber. 

“I had great hopes when I first went up- 
stairs after the wedding. I thought that 
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Immediate 


since she was already under hypnosis I could 
ask her the thinés I needed to know, and 
get the answers without waiting for Esdaile. | 
But it didn’t work. The hypnosis is too | 
deep. Instead of answering any questions, | 
she went off into this trance-like sleep. And 
now all I want if to get her out of it, 
answers or no answers. I’m worried.” 

David’s white Tace grew desperate. 

“You're afraid she—won't wake up—at 
all?” he asked hoarsely. 

For the moment Jerningham abandoned 
restraint. 

“I’m afraid she won't, and I’m afraid of 
the whole damned business. It’s incalculable. 
The old rules are off—and we don’t know 
the new ones. If Linda is no longer fol- 
lowing her own will and her own judg- 
ment—she may do anything!” 

He pulled himself up sharply. 

“It’s not quite that bad, of course,” he 
said, in a more normal tone. “She isn't 
mad. There'll be a perfectly sound rea- 
son for anything she does—only it will be 
Ram Singh’s reason, not hers. That’s the 
basis we must go on. What has Ram Singh 
told her to do? What would I have told 
her to do, if I'd been in his place?” 

He shook his head in discouragement at 
the riddle. 

“Afraid we'll have to wait and see,” he 
said. “In the meantime we'd better find} 
out whether Mrs. Ketchem knows anything 
that may help.” 

“Do whatever you can think of,” said 
David, unhappily. “I—I’m going up to 


stay with Linda.” 
\ E FOUND Mrs. Ketchem in the kit- 
chen, preparing dinner single-handed, in 
high dudgeon at the loss of Ram Singh’s as- 
sistance. She was in no mood to be help- | 
ful, but Jerningham disregarded her mood. | 
“When did you last see Linda, Mrs. 
Ketchem?” he inquired 


“At lunch. And what good does that 
do you?” 

“Very little,” Jerningham admitted. “I 
hoped you might Know something about her 
doings in the last half hour before the 
funeral.” 

I caught a malicious gleam in the old| 


woman's eye. 

“Why didn’t you say that 
place?” she inquired acidly. 

“I amend the question,” Jerningham re- 
plied pleasantly. “What do you know about | 
her doings?” 

“More than she thinks—the hussy! 
know she had a man in her room.” 

Jerningham’s eyebrows went up in polite) 
astonishment. | 

“Indeed! And how did you know? Was} 
the door open?” | 

“IT heard him! They didn’t know I was 
in my room. But I was! Oh, yes, I was!’ | 

“And what did you hear?” | 

“The same thing over and 
said. “ ‘Forgive me, Linda! Forgive me, 
Linda! Forgive me, Linda!’ Now what,” 
she inquired with malice, “do you suppose 
there could have been for her to forgive?” 

“I can’t imagine,” Jerningham replied 
blandly. “Did she make any answer?” 

She shook her gray untidy head, 
turned back to her pots and pans. 

“Did you recognize the man’s voice? 
see him when he left her room?” 

“No. He sneaked away, and I didn’t 
hear him go.” 

“And about what time was this?” 

“Half an hour before the funeral, 
haps.” 

She emptied the contents of a saucepan 
into a serving dish with unnecessary vigor. 

“Now I'll ask a question,” she said tartly. | 
“Where’s Ram Singh?” 

“We've confined him to his room,” Jern- 
ingham informed her. 

She filled a plate with great care, and 
placed it on the kitchen table for herself. 
Then she pointed a skinny finger at the | 
dishes of food in the warming oven. 
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she croaked 
butler locked 


Cig you want to keep your 
Ty: on you can serve it yourselves. I'm no- 


there’s your dinner,” 


THIS DAINT 


“I assure you solemnly,” Jerningham re- 
| sponded, “that I know better than to at- 
tempt any infringement of your rights.” 
As we carried the food into the dining 
room, his brow was clearer than I had seen 
--—as it for hours. But he soon fell back into 
NEW ty his abstracted reverie, and barely went 
=. through the motions of eating. After five 
- minutes or so, he filled another plate, and 
got to his feet 
“I'm going to take this up to Ram Singh,” 
he said, “and relieve Nilsson so that he and 
David can come down and eat.” 
For a few mintues I was alone with our 
| self-served meal. Then Nilsson joined me 
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slight 


BEGAN with the housekeeper’s tale. In 
the midst of it, the old crone stalked 


Positively nothing like it does not ring ostentatiously through the room, remarking 
und leaves no odor that she was going upstairs and we could 
FREE Offer! ri clear the table ourselves when we_ were 


through. But before we had finished either 
the meal or the discussion of the interviews, 
Jerningham rejoined us, his eves blazing. 

Nilsson looked startled to see him, and hali 
rose, asking 

“What about Ram Singh?” 

“Oh, David's on guard,” Jerningham as- 
sured him. “But see here! I want you to 
look at this! I found it in Linda’s desk.” 
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20vears Successin Harmless | He tossed a sheet of paper on the table 


between us. We bent forward to read the 
contents. There were hardly a dozen words 
“Dear—I'm going to end it I can’t face 
the future. Forgive me. Linda.” 

Nilsson looked up, aghast. 


REDUCTION “A suicide note!” he exclaimed. “But 
she’s not that sort.” 
DON'T FOOL with unknown, un- “No,” Jerningham agreed, quietly. “She's 


tried, dangerous substitutes ” 
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she didn’t write it,” Nilsson declared. 
“Oh yes, she wrote it.’ Jerningham con- 
tradicted “But—look again at the last 
three words!” 
| We did, and the words stared up at us 
from the white page. “Forgive me. Linda!” 
Our eyes met Jerningham’s. 
|’ “You see!” he said. “It was dictated. 
While she was under hypnosis. And that’s 
what Mrs. Ketchem heard!” 
Nilsson pushed back his chair, and stood 
up. 
“A suicide note—dictated!” he said slowly. 
“That means only one thing.” 
Jerningham nodded. 
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“now that we're forewarned—” 
. He stopped. The silence in the house 
was broken by the sound of footsteps de- 
- scending the long stairway on the run. In 
Be (another instant David stood breathless in 
PHOTO | the doorway of the dining room. 
‘She’s coming to herself,” he told us hur- 
riedly. “She’s beginning to stir—” 

Jerningham plunged for the door, and 
| up the hall to the stairs. We followed at 
| full speed, close upon his heels. But we 
were not quick enough Even as we topped 
the first flight of steps we heard a sound 
| that confirmed our darkest fear. 

It came down to us from the upper floor 
—piercing, desperate, terror-stricken—the 
|sound of a woman's scream! 
| With the sound of that scream ringing 
in our ears, we managed somehow to anni- 
hilate the second flight of stairs and the 
|length of hallway that separated us from 
Linda’s room. Her door was open. Brac- 
ing ourselves for what we should find, we 
| looked inside. The room was empty! 
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body’s butler, and I won't be put upon.” 


Mrs. Ketchem’s room was next door and 
we did not wait to knock before we en- 
tered. 

Linda was not there. But Mrs. Ketchem, 
with her apron flung over her head, was 
rocking herself to and fro and wringing her 
hands. She was unhurt but terrified. 

Jerningham snatched the apron from off 
her head and caught her wrists in a com- 
pelling grip. 

“Did you scream?” 

“Oh, oh,” she moaned 
—her ghost—oh—” 

“Answer me!” Jerningham ordered. “Did 
you scream because you thought you saw 
a ghost ?” 

“Yes!” she wailed, on a note of hysteria. 
“I did see a ghost. It was Linda’s ghost, 
I tell you—floating in the air—” 

“Where? Where did you see it?” 

She pointed a_ skinny, shaking finger 
toward her three windows in turn. 

“There—and there—and there—” she 
shuddered. “It looked in them all—” 

I heard Jerningham’s quick-drawn breath 
as he turned and flung open the window 
she pointed to last. I was at his shoulder 
as he thrust his head out of the opening. 


he demanded. 
“It was a ghost 


T FIRST I could see nothing. But as my 

eyes became accustomed to the hali light 
I could distinguish a dim figure, and I real- 
ized with a pang of horror that Mrs. Ket- 
chem had not been so far wrong after all. 
Only what she had seen—what I now saw— 
was not one already dead, but one about to 
die. 

Far beyond our reach, on the opposite 
side of the ell, walking the narrow ledge 
that skirted the steep mansard roof, went 
Linda. Her every step was perilous enough, 
since the ledge was only a few inches wide, 
and the steep roof offered no hand-hold. 
But the road she traveled was the lesser 
peril. What struck me with cold despair 
was the goal to which her steps were bent. 

“Jerningham,” I gasped, “that ledge 
stops. If she tries to step around the cor- 
ner, she’s doomed.” 

“And if we startle her awake, she'll fall,” 
Jerningham muttered 

He took a quick breath, and his voice, 
cool and assured, reached out to her through 
the darkness like an authoritative hand laid 
upon her arm 

“Linda, stop!” he called. 
doesn’t go any farther! 
back!” 

“I can’t stop,” she explained. “I have to 
go on. I have to go all the way around the 
house. It is an order!” 

I heard a scuffle at the window on our 
left. David was half outside it, with some 
wild notion, I suppose, of walking the 
thirty feet of narrow ledge that stretched 
between him and Linda—before she could 
take the last few steps that divided her 
from death. Nilsson was holding him back 
by main strength. 

“Don’t be a fool,” the big man adjured 
him gruffly. “You can’t get there! And 
you couldn't hold her by force on that ledge 
if you did! She’s got to come back of her 
own accord. Give Jerningham his chance.” 

“Chance!” I thought despairingly. What 
chance was there, in the next ten seconds, 
of dislodging the fatal obsession in Linda's 
dreaming mind? No chance in the world. 

Jerningham’s voice reached out to her 
again, this time in a tone of sharp rebuke. 

“You have mistaken the order,” he called 
sternly. “You are going the wrong way!” 

It seemed to me that she swayed where 
she stood. I tried to look away, and could 
not. And then I saw that she had taken*a 
step—another step. She was coming back 

After that, time stood still. We neither 
moved nor spoke until at last she reached 
the window where Jerningham and I stood. 
and he gathered her in to safety. 

She lay like a child in his arms as he 
carried her to her own room and set her 


“The ledge 
Turn and come 
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down on the edge of her own little bed. 

She sat where he had put her, in complete 
passivity. Ignoring the rest of us, he pulled 
up a small straight chair and sat before her, 
taking her hands in his. 

“You're in a kind of sleep,” he told her, 
slowly and carefully. “It’s what we call 
a hypnotic sleep. It’s a sleep in which you 
do what you're told. Do you understand ?” 

“Ves,” she said dreamily. “I understand. 
I do what I’m told.” 

“And now you're to answer some ques- 
tions for me.” 

“Yes,” she agreed docilely. 
swer questions.” 

“Who put you to 
asked softly. 

“Ram Singh.” 

“Has he done it before?” 

“Te.” 

“Who told you to go through the wed- 
ding ceremony with Ryker?” 

“Ram Singh.” 

“Did you want to?” 

“No.” 

“Why did you do it?” 

“I had promised Mr. Ryker and Ram 
Singh said a promise had to be kept.” 

“And did Ram Singh tell you that you 
must walk on the roof ledge all the way 
round the house?” 

She answered, but we did not hear the 
answer. For in the same second the door 
of Linda’s room slammed shut. 

Nilsson jerked it open again. 

“The hall’s empty,” he said, after one 
look. “I suppose it was the draft. But 
I'm going to take a look in Ram Singh's 
room just the same.” 


“I’m to an- 


sleep?” Jerningham 


E STARTED off down the hall, and we 

turned again to Linda. The blankness 
was gone from her face. She was staring at 
us, wide-eyed, looking from one to another 
of our intent faces with astonishment and 
keen anxiety. 

“What have I been doing?” 
urgently. “Tell me—quickly. 
I done—this time?” 

“What can you remember?” Jerningham 
asked. 

“Nothing,” she said. “Nothing since I 
came up here after lunch.” 

Jerningham drew a long sigh that was 
half regret and half relief. 

“I’m glad you are yourself again,” he 
said, “gladder than you'll ever know. But 
if that door had waited for another five 
minutes before it slammed, we'd have had 
the whole solution of Malachi’s murder in 
our hands.” 

“TI don’t understand,” she said, pleadingly, 
“but before you talk about anything else, 
won't you please tell me what I’ve done?” 

“Forgive me,” Jerningham said contritely. 
“I didn’t mean to keep you in suspense. 
The first thing you did was to write a note 
saying you were going to commit suicide.” 

Her eyes widened and darkened, but she 
made no comment. 

“After that you came downstairs and 
went through a wedding ceremony. And 
then you came up again and insisted on 
walking around the house on that roof 
ledge the stretch across the front 
of the house where there isn’t any ledge at 
all. Which last proceeding—” he added 
with assumed lightness, “was highly unrea- 
sonable of you.” 

Linda had ceased to listen. 

“Whom—did I marry?” she asked with 
her hand at her throat. 

“Ryker,” Jerningham said. 

The color drained from her face, and her 


she asked, 
What have 


eyes sought David's. 
“Oh—no!” she cried, on a note of an- 
guish. 
David was at her side in an instant, with 
a protective arm around her. 
“It'll be all right, honey,” he assured 
We'll get 
and if Ryker puts | 


her. “We'll make it all right. 
you unmarried in a jiffy, 
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reached the murder, or the attempt on your 
lite, the door slammed and waked you up.” 

She was intent upon the problem. 

“Who hypnotized me?” 

“Ram Singh.” 

“Strange!” she commented, with a shud- 
der. “Then it Was Ram Singh who made 
me marry Mr. Ryker, and kill Mr. Trent, 
and try to kill myself?” 

“So we believe.” 


“And I know all about it, you say, only 
we haven’t access to my knowledge. Can't 
we tap it somehow ?’ 

“Yes, by hypnotizing you again. Ryker 


is in Philadelphia now, enlisting the services 
of an expert psychiatrist for that purpose. 
He’s going to bring one out tonight. Then 
we can proceed against Ram Singh!” 


AINT and far below us in the library, 

shrilled the telephone bell. I hurried 
down to answer it. Ryker’s voice came 
over the wire. 

“I’ve had the most atrocious luck,” he 
said. “One man is reading a paper tonight 
before some society, and another is attend- 
ing his daughter’s wedding, and the third 
is ill. The fourth man is out of town, over 
in Merchantville, and I’m going to drive 
over there and see if I can’t kidnap him by 
main force. But it’s quite likely to be a 
wild-goose chase. If I have to come back 
empty-handed, it'll be late and I'll sneak 
in quietly and not disturb you people.” 

I went back upstairs and reported to 
Jerningham. He heard the message through 
without comment. For a long moment he 
was silent; then his jaw set. 

“If it’s fate,” he said at last, “I'll accept 
the omen. I shan’t wait any longer,” he 
said. “I’m going to have it out with Ram 


Singh—now ! 

“Good!” boomed Nilsson. 
you!” 

“So am I,” I said. “I’m a casualty al- 
ready, and I'll be more use as an observer 
than as reinforcements.” 

“What you mean,” Jerningham declared 
shrewdly, “is that you don’t want to miss 
anything. However, come along, you two, 
if you must. But this is my duel. Leave 
the choice of weapons and technique to me.” 

He cast a somewhat anxious glance at 
the girl who stood listening. 

“IT wanted to detail David to guard you,” 
he said. “I don’t think you ought to be 
alone again till this is over. There’s such 
a thing as post-hypnotic suggestion, you 
know—-orders to be carried out after you 
wake. It’s not nearly so strong, of course—” 

“If you don’t want me left alone,” she 
said, “give me a gun and detail me to the 


with 


rescue party. I—lI’m not exactly neutral, 
you know.” 
Jerningham gave her a moment’s approv- 


ing scrutiny. 

“Great!” he said. “I never did have any 
use for the heroine who stands around and 
wrings her hands during the big fight scene.” 

“Nor I!” she smiled. “If it comes to 
fighting, it’s as much my fight as yours.” 

We left it at that. Linda and David, 
armed with our shotguns, stationed them- 
selves outside Ram Singh’s door. Jerning- 
ham, Nilsson and I went in together, un- 
armed, by Jerningham’s desire, except for 
the automatic that Nilsson always carried. 

There was nothing of the enemy in Ram 
Singh’s bearing, however, as we came in. 
He suffered our intrusion impassively, watch- 
ing us with inscrutable eyes as we took pos- 
session of his room. It was a large room, 
nearly empty of furniture, bare to the point 
of austerity, scrupulously neat. Apart from 
its size, it might have been a monastery cell 
—except for one thing. 

Between two windows, on a small table, 
stood the black marble statuette of Kali, 
which Ram Singh had begged from David. 
And her custodian had done her a curious 
honor. He had placed beneath her what 
Something about 


looked like a golden mat. 


its texture attracted my attention, and I 
moved closer to look. It was not a mat, 
but a mosaic of gold pieces, row after row. 


I remembered that Linda had said Ram 
Singh was always paid in gold. Evidently 
the untouched earnings of two years of 


servitude were spread to make a golden 
carpet for Kali’s feet. 
DOUBT, however, whether Jerningham | 
even saw that golden tribute. He had 
eyes for nothing but the tall white-robed 
figure that stood confronting us with folded 
arms. 
“Ram Singh,” he said, 
come for an accounting.” 
“There must in the end be an accounting,” | 
Ram Singh assented, “for all deeds, the 
greatest and the least.” 
“I'm glad you agree,” Jerningham said | 


crisply, “we've 


dryly. “The deed I want accounted for, to 
begin with, is the theft of the Wrath of | 
Kali.” 


“It would content the Sahib, would it 
not,” Ram Singh observed calmly, “if the 
thief were punished and the Wrath of Kali | 
restored whither it belongs?” 

“It should,” Jerningham admitted. | 

“Then the Sahib may rest content,” Ram | 
Singh returned serenely. “He _ witnessed | 
with his own eyes the death that overtook 
the thief. And the Wrath of Kali goes 
even now with great speed to its own place.” 

There was unwilling appreciation in Jer- | 
ningham’s face. 

“IT referred,” he explained concisely, “to 
your theft of the ruby from the safe in 
the library. You are not dead, nor has the 
ruby been restored.” 

“There has been no theft but one,” Ram | 
Singh said aust rely. “The Wrath of Kali 
was stolen from the Temple of Kali by 
Trent Sahib. Not by his hand, but by the 
hands of two whom he bought with gold to 
commit the sac ilege. The gold—in coins 
of this nation—was found upon the two.” 

He paused for a significant moment. 

“It was through my fault—the fault of 
permitting myself to meditate when vigilance 
was needed—that the sacrilege was success- 
ful. It was permitted that I should expiate 
my fault by repairing the sacrilege. I put 
myself in Trent Sahib’s way when he was 
in urgent need of guidance. I became his 
servant. I remained his servant until the 
vengeance of Ka‘i was accomplished. I re- 
stored to Kali the treasure that was hers. 
The account is cleared.” 

I gasped at the effrontery of his reference 
to vengeance. But Jerningham passed it by 
and went off at an apparent tangent. 

“The account is overpaid, I think,” he 
said with cool censure. “You've  tres- 
passed on the lives of people who never 
wronged your goddess. You've forced Miss 
Marshall into a marriage it was not her 
will to make.” 

Ram Singh was loftily undisturbed. | 

“I have acquired merit,” he answered, | 
“by saving her from a great sin—a sin that 
she would have expiated through many 
lives. A word of betrothal once given may 
not be broken. She owes me a debt of 
thanks that that sin is not upon her soul.” | 

“T suppose,” Jerningham was saying, 
ironically, “she also owes you gratitude for 
the other occasions on which you have 
hypnotized her?” 

Ram Singh could give irony for irony. | 

“Assuredly,” he answered. “As the 
Sahib may have observed in his wisdom 
she is not a free soul. She is a slave 
to illusion. She believes that it is of im- 
portance whether she lives out her life in 
one place or another. The enlightened are 
not subject to that illusion. 

“She lived in fear,” he went on, “of being 
sent away. She endeavored in all things 


to obey Trent Sahib. At times, being 
wearied of her, he demanded from her 
that which was impossible to body or 


spirit. By my aid she has more than once 
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‘achieved the impossible, 


and strife has been 
avoided. Thus have I acquired merit.” 

“I stand enlightened,” Jerningham said 
drvly ‘And what merit did you acquire 
by sending Miss Marshall to her death on 
the ledge of the roof?” 


HELD my breath. Would the Hindu ad- 

mit this charge as complacently as he had 
the rest? Not a muscle moved in the dark 
lace 

“IL gave no such 
clared at length. 
that I gave such 

I remémbered the 


de- 
you 


order,’ Ram Singh 
“Nor did she tell 
an order.” 


slam of the door that 


had prevented her from telling us. Did 
Ram Singh know of that? Or had he 
merely read our faces? 


Jerningham ignored the challenge. 
“It was a very cleverly planned crime, 
Singh.” he said. “It was almost as 
clever an idea to make Linda kill herself, 
as it was to make her kill Malachi Trent.” 
“The Sahib has taken counsel with folly, 
and has lost his understanding,” Ram Singh 
replied disdaintully “Of what use to lay 
the jewel of truth before such a one?” 


The line of Jerningham’s mouth hard- 
ened 

“You might try it!” he suggested. 

“For what purpose does the Sahib 
imagine I took service with the desecrator 


shrine? By what necessity did 
him to his own land and endure 
servitude in his house? Had 
free to strike, to reach out 
Wrath of Kali, there was 
foot outside the gorge 
A knife is swift and 


of Kali’s 
I follow 
two vears ot 
my hand been 

and recover the 
no need to have set 
of the Brahmaputra. 


silent, and the waters of the Brahmaputra 
tell no tales.” 
“You pique my curiosity,” Jerningham 


remarked. “Why didn’t you use the knife, 
and make an end?” 

“For the only reason that 
held my hand,” Ram Singh answered, 
more than a touch of scorn. “It was for- 
bidden. Kali is a jealous goddess. No 
servant of hers may presume to rob her 
ot her vengeance. Twice before in a hun- 
dred years, the Wrath of Kali has been 
stolen. Twice before, a servant of Kali has 
followed the thief, wherever his fate might 
lead him, till Kali herself saw fit to strike 
him down. Twice before, the Wrath of 
Kali has been restored to its ordained place 
when her vengeance was accomplished.” 

Jerningham’s brows slanted in his charac- 


would have 
with 


teristic frown. 
“So you attribute the murder to Kali 
herself,” he said, deliberately. “That’s in- 


genious but not very convincing to my Occi- 
dental mind. In fact, my feeble intelli- 
gence persists in laying the guilt of the 
murder upon your head!” 


AM SINGH'S 
“To enlighten the 

quire merit,” he said stiffly 
ignorance is not so stubborn 


eyes were contemptuous. 
ignorant is to ac- 
“If the Sahib’s 
as to resist all 


proof, I can establish the truth before his 
eyes.” 

“Great!” said Jerningham. “Suppose you 
do!” 

“The Sahib knows that questions con- 
cerning me were asked of her who slept,” 
Ram Singh declared slowly. “He did not 


| ask enough or there could now be no doubt 


as to the truth.” 

Again that uncanny knowledge of what 
we had and had not asked of Linda! Jern- 
|ingham made no answer. He waited in- 
|tently for Ram Singh to proceed. 

“She shall sleep again.” the slow signifi- 
cant voice went on, “and the Sahib may 
ask whatever he will.” 

“I would not trust her to your hands,” 
Jerningham said 

“She shall go to sleep in 
presence,” Ram Singh offered, 
harm can befall her.” 
| I could see, mirrored in Jerningham’s 


the Sahib’s 
“where no 


face, 
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his struggle to fathom the intent behind 
that proposal. I remembered that a few 
hours before, Linda had been in a state ol 
hypnosis so deep that she could not answer 
questions, so deep that we feared she would 
never wake. Did Ram Singh plan to trick 
us in some such fashion? Or was there a 
deadlier project lurking in his mind? 

“To enlighten the ignorant is to 
merit,” Jerningham quoted at last. 
me, Ram Singh, might it be that while 
Miss Marshall falls asleep at your com- 
mand, another—a _ bystander, perhaps— 
would also sleep, in obedience to the com- 
mand that was not meant for him?” 

“It might be,” he admitted slowly. 

So that was it. I listened for Jerning- 
ham’s scathing rejection of the treacherous 
proposal. But it was Nilsson who cried: 

“That’s what his game is, Jerningham 
Don't fall for it.” 

Jerningham laughed reassuringly. 

“Don’t worry,” he said. “There's no 
danger of any such wholesale hypnotism 
Ram Singh overrates himself. I’ve no doubt 
he thinks he can do it—but it’s one thing 
to hypnotize a young girl who has been 
terrorized for years, or a man who is asleep 
and defenseless, and it’s quite another propo- 
sition to enforce your will on a bunch oi 
men who are wide awake and in their right 
minds. I think we're quite safe’—he bowed 
ironically to Ram Singh—‘in accepting the 
opportunity for enlightenment which Ram 
Singh offers us.” 

I was watching the Hindu’s face, and | 
felt a sharp regret that Jerningham had 
been so reckless in his scepticism. Added to 
whatever intention Ram Singh might al 
ready have nursed, there was now evident 
in his smoldering eyes a determination to 
make good his words at any cost. 

“Is it in the Sahib’s mind,” he inquired. 
pointedly, “to warn those who will stand 
by? Or is the Sahib’s disbelief truly as 
great as he has said?” 

“T shan’t warn ’em,” 

There was a distinct gleam of 
tion in the dark face. 

“And when does the Sahib desire to re- 
ceive his enlightenment ?” 

“In the morning,” Jerningham decided, 
with the faintest suggestion of a yawn. “Mr 
Ryker has a right to be present, and he 
won't return till very late tonight. In the 
meantime—” his voice hardened, “I strongly 
recommend that you suspend your activi- 
ties till daylight. There will be a guard 
all night in the hall outside your door.” 

Ram Singh made no answer. But as we 
left the room.I carried with me an uneasy 
recollection of the satisfied look I had 
glimpsed upon his face. 

We found David and Linda waiting for 
us in the hall, and looking as though guard 


acquire 
“Tell 


Jerningham said. 
satisfac- 


duty had not bored them in the least. 

“Did you get what you wanted?” David 
asked hopefully. 

“We got a lot of admissions,” Jerning- 
ham answered. “But not the ones we need 
most. We have a good chance of com 
pleting the case in the morning, but that 


chance”—he turned to Linda—*depends on 
you.” 


“What do you want of me?” she asked 


“Something braver than fighting,” he said 
gravely. “I want you to let Ram Singh 
hypnotize you once more—for the last 
time.” 


“She shan’t do it,” David declared flatly 
“Not to catch all the criminals this side oi 
Chicago.” 

“She'll do it to catch this one criminal,’ 
Jerningham explained patiently, “because 
there isn’t any safety for her till he’: 
caught.” 

“I'll do it if it’s necessary,” she said 
steadily. “I don't think you'd ask it if it 
were not.” 

“IT wouldn't,” 

“All right,” she said, 

“Not till morning.” 


Jerningham said. 
simply. 


“When ?’ 
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“T hope you aren’t going to recommend that 
I go to bed and get a good night’s rest!” 


“No,” he conceded, “I think you'd be 
much wiser not to sleep.” 
“I’m certainly not sleepy now. I'm starv- 


ing,” she said, apd her eyes met David's. 
“Let’s go down and see what we can find 
in the kitchen.” 

“You'll find things in a mess, I’m afraid,” 
I said. ‘‘The dinner table isn’t even cleared.” 

She linked her arm in David's. 

“We'll clear things away,” she said. “It'll 
be a satisfaction to deal with something as 
prosaic as a dishpan.” 

We watched them till they passed out of 
sight on the stairs. 


“She takes it lightly,” Nilsson said. 

“She takes it bravely,” Jerningham cor- 
rected. 

Nilsson turned upon him. 

“I kept my mouth shut, but I think 
you're clean crazy,” he said grimly. “You 
said you were going to give Ram Singh 
rope enough to hang himself. You've given 
him rope enough to hang us all.” 

Jerningham’s face was very somber. 

“I know,” he said. “I did it because I 
had to.” 

His brows twisted in a frown of anxiety. 

“You and Mac and I,” he said, “will 
have to stand ready to cut the rope—for 
the sake of all our lives.” 


To Be CoNncLupED 


All You Need is an Oyster Opener 


[Continued from page 62] 


way. Seven dollars in a leather factory— 
then she took up German shorthand. Twelve 
dollars in an importing concern—then she 
added Spanish and Italian shorthand. 

By the time she was seventeen, her weekly 
wage was one dollar for each year she had 
lived, which was excellent in those days. 
What she considers more important today 
is that in her eighteenth year she was of- 
fered a private secretaryship in a glue con- 


cern. It was there that she met her hus- 
band, about whom she says, “We’ve stuck 
ever since!” 

By the time this enterprising girl was 


twenty-one, she was secretary to one of 
the biggest men in America, the head of a 
$36,000,000 corporation, and she was teach- 
ing nights in a secretarial school, in addition. 

In 1919 Miss Hauser decided to launch 
her own business. She wanted the excite- 
ment and satisfaction of running an enter- 
prise of her own, “And I knew if I made 
a go of it there was more money to be 
had first hand than there would be in re- 
maining a secretary forever,” she explained. 

With the same shrewdness with which she 
always had bettered her positions, Miss 
Hauser started very modestly. She bought 
a single multigraphing machine, took cheap 
space in an obscure, dingy building and 
started to solicit orders for work. Her first 
plum was so big she hired a girl to help 
her and got a large-sized machine—only to 
have her client change his advertising plans 
and cancel the entire order. 

“That rebuff stung me into action as no 
success could have.” Miss Hauser straight- 
ened her shoulders remembering it. “I had 
my office, my machines, and my girl. I put 
my hat on and went out soliciting orders 
for work with a ferocity that I hardly knew 
I had. I got so many that in a month I 
had several more girls multigraphing and 
decided to add addressing and mailing to 
my work.” 


BOUT that time an incident occurred 
4 that gave her a reputation for doing the 
impossible. A national convention wanted 
the summaries and excerpts of its speeches 
published daily and ready for distribution at 
nine each morning. Other letter shops said 
it was impossible. One of Miss Hauser’s 
customers sent the convention committee 
to see her, saving, ““Miss Hauser will do it 
cheerfully and gladly, if it can be done.” 

“IT guess neither the girls nor I could ever 


forget that first rush job,” Miss Hauser 
said. “We worked all night with lightning 
speed. We typed copy, wrote headlines, 
made drawings, cut stencils, ran off the 
pages, collated, stitched, counted and packed 
five hundred copies of that sixteen-page 
booklet. Our messenger delivered them on 


the dot at nine the next morning and then 
we all went home to bed!” 


“The cheery efficiency and _ enthusiastic 
cooperation of my force has been largely 
responsible for the growth of the Ace Press,” 
Miss Hauser said. 

Cheery indeed they seemed, these hundred 
or more men and women apparently enjoy- 
ing their varied tasks in twelve different de- 
partments. One of Miss Hauser’s first em- 
ployees is still with her. Several have been 
there eight or nine years. Her first office 
boy is now manager of one department and 
last year married one of the stenographers. 

In addition to supervising all the work 
done in her organization Miss Hauser still 
personally takes all orders, 


thousand or more old customers insist on 


dealing direct with her and new customers | 


like the way she can give them pointers 
about their work. 


EALTH, Miss Hauser believes, is the 

most important factor in keeping suc- 
cessful and happy after you have arrived 
at the top of the ladder. 

“You must be healthy all the time to 
work right,” she said. “Out home”—she 
has a spacious country place out Long 
Island—“I have a garden in which I do 
all the work and I give that credit for my 
health. 

“In winter, when I can’t garden I shovel 
snow, skate or go tramping. 

“The minute spring breaks I’m out turn- 
ing over the earth. By mid-summer you 
should see my zinnias! I raise all kinds of 
old-fashioned flowers, in a great big old- 
fashioned garden that has a lily pond and 
frogs. But there is something sturdy, vital 
and cheerful about zinnias that other flowers 
lack. They are my favorites.” 

Then Miss Hauser told me an amazing 
thing. She plays baseball—not just catch. 
She and her husband have a diamond and 
week-ends their friends come out and they 
have some mighty thrilling mixed baseball 
games. Besides basebill Miss Hauser rides 
and swims. 

“If you can’t get outdoor exercise one 
way, you certainly can another,” she said. 
“Personally I like the vigorous, hardy kind 
that leaves you panting. 

“Running this business though is really 
more exciting than play,’’ Miss Hauser con- 
cluded. “Do you know, all my life I’ve had 
a fierce determination to make money be- 
cause my mother was left poor and widowed 
when I was three. I still consider money 
necessary to happiness, but the thrill of this 
work has gotten into my blood. I don't 
believe I could quit working no matter how 
much money 
The satisfaction of work, the excitement of 
growth and success, and the human contacts 
I have made are a necessary 
now. I really think that it 
rather than the gain that holds me.” 


because her one | 
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Why Have Gray 


yor Faded Hair? 
ww cA SHAMPOO covers gray 


hair, yet it is not a dye. 

For years this famous vegetable 

shampoo was available only at 

our internationally known Fifth 

Avenue Beauty Salon, but now for the 

hrst time it is offered to you for use in the privacy 

of your own home. Women who esteem their per- 

sonal charm and youthful beauty will be delighted 
with the 


Robert Vegetable Shampoo 
Takes only 2 easy minutes to apply and gives 
lovely auburn, golden, Titian tones to the hair. 
Recommended for all shades of hair. Used by lead- 
ing stage and screen beauties. Originated by and 
exclusive with Robert. Send $2.00 and sample of 
your hair when ordering your Robert Vegetable 
Shampoo. Satisfaction absolutely guaranteed or 
money refunded. 

If you suffer with dry hair or dry scalp use the 
Robert Olive Oil Shampoo before or after the 
Vegetable Shampoo. Include $1.00 extra for bottle 
of 8 Olive Oil Shampoos. 

Interesting Beauty Booklet sent free on request. 
Established 191). 


Obert Makes You Peauitiful 
Dept, S.S. 675 FIFTH New York 


Ropert VEGETABLE 


| **Attractive, Yes. But 
Her Poor Skin.” 


Do you have that almost but 
not quite feeling? Perhaps your 

imply, blotchy face is holding you 
+ your mirror. If the answer 
is ‘ “yee”, get CLEAR-TONE at once. It clears the 
skin with wonderful speed, proved marvelous re- 
sults, world-wide, in thousands of cases. Satisfaction 


Givens Chemical Co. 
2312 Southwest 
Boulevard, 

City, 


Mi 


FREE 


A high grade jeweled wrist 


watch, accuracy guaranteed 

given with each ring pur 

chased. 

Dazzling Brilliantine Diamond 
All appearance of real diamond. Rich 50c oe k ] y 
engraved ring, platinum style, charming 

latest design. Send name and address , 

and strip of paper exact measure about 


finger. Your order comes by return mail 
you pay postman on delivery $2 for Ist 
month, then send us $2 monthly for 
4 months. Full price of ring only $10 
You get the watch without cost. Biggest 
value ever offered. Rush order today 


EGENT WATCH CO 
95 ~~. St.. N. Y., Dept. K-12 


Black Rare 


Accept this 
sample 


Half 

Actual Size 
Fragrant — with 
the illusive essence 
of a dream—Finer 


I had piled up in the bank. | 


part of life | 
is the game 


When you write to advertisers please mention SMART Set MAGA7ZINI 


than any that has 
gone before and 
gorgeously pre- 
sented. Accept this 
sample worth one 
dollar for 50c in 
coin or stamps to coves distribution expenses. 
D’ 


Cc 
Box 90, Varick Sta., New York, N. Y. Dept. SS. 12 


GOV LPOSITIONS 


$35 TOS$75 WEEKLY 


Railway ‘lerk f ) Meat Inspector 
P Cler' Special Agent 
(investigator) 
Steno-Ty pist 
Immigrant Insp 
City Mail Carner 
Border Patrol 


) 

) 

) Post Omee Laborer 
) File Clerk 

) Matron 

) General Clerk 
) Chauffeur-Carrier 
) Skilled Laborer ) Typist 

) Watchman Seamstress 

) Postmaster Steno-Secretary 
BED Carrier () Auditor 


Ozment Instruction Bureau, 409 St. oat Me. 


Send me particulars about positions marked 
salaries, locations, opportunities, Qualify." 


Name 


Address 


|| 
ee guaranteed. Atall druggists or sent direct. Write for 
FREE E | 
Mr 
n the ena 
ictivl ALF 
ineas 
A 
G 
E 
18 
T 
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“Mary, I Owe It 
All to You” 


“Mr. Writrams called me into his office today and 
told me he was going to raise my salary $50 a month. 


“IT am glad to give you this opportunity, ’ he said, 
‘for the best reason in the world. You deserve it. 

“You may not know it, but I’ve been watching 
your work since the International Correspondence 
Schools wrote me that you had enrolled for a course 
of home stt udy. Keep it up, young man, and you'll 
go far. I wish we had more men like you.’ 

And to think, Mary, | owe it all to zou! T might 
still be drudging along in the same old job at the same 
old salary if you hadn’t urged me to send in that 
1. C. S. coupon!” 


SMART 


How about you? Are you always going to work for a 

pe al slary? Are you going to waste your natural ability 
our life? Or wo you going to get ahead in a 

be ay? It all depends on what you do with your spare time. 
More than 180,000 men gre getting ready for promo- 

tion right now In the J. C. 8 Let us tell you what 

we are doing for them and what we can do for you. 


Mail the Coupon Today 


“INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Uniwersal University” 
Bex 6260-P, Seranton, Penna. 
Without cost or obligation on my part, please send me 
“Whe Wins and Why,” 


a copy of your 48-page booklet, 
! ‘tell me how I can qualify for the position, or in the 
subject, before which I have marked an X: 


TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 
Architect Automobile Work 
} Architectural Draftsman [) Aviation Engines 
Building Foreman Plumber and Steam Fitter 
Concrete Builder Plumbing Inspector 
}Contractor and Builder } Foreman Plumber 
uctural Draftsman _] Heating and Ventilation 
ctural Engineer J Sheet-Metal Worker 
“lectric al Engineer Steam Engineer 
ectrical Contractor } Marine Engineer 
ectric Wiring ] Refrigeration Engineer 
ectric Lighting }R. R. Positions 
ctrie Car Running Highway Engineer 
raph Engineer Chemistry 
Pharmacy 
Coal Mining Engineer 
Navigation ] Assayer 
on and Steel Worker 
extile Overseer or Supt. 
otton Manufacturing 
iW Manufacturing 
Ag riculture () Fruit Growing 


ne Work 
izineer 

iT 


tical Drafteman 
e Shop Practice 
Imaker 
*atternmaker 
ivil Engineer 
Surveying and Mapr ing 
Bridge Enginee yultry Farming 
Gas Engine Ope cating g }) Mathematics Radio 
BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 
Rusiness Management () Rusiness Correspondence 
} Industrial Management LJ Show Card and Sign 


) Personnel Management Lettering 
) Traffic Management ]Stenography and Typing 
} Accounting and C. P. A, L) English 


aching 


Cost Accounting Railway Mail Clerk 
kkeeping Mail arrier 

Secretarial Work f Grade School Subjects 
}Spanish [) French () High School Subjects 
] Salesm nship Cartooning 
Advertising (j) Lumber Dealer 

Name 

Street 

Address 

City State 

Occupation 


send this coupon to the 


if you reside in Caneda, 
Canadian, Limited, 


International Correspondence Schools 
Montreal, Canade 
$m FULL 
Genuine DIAMONDS *7 Pace 


Set in 18k Solid White Gold Rings 
No Instalments To Pay 
Biggest Value Ever ered 
ing dire 
Wri 


solid 18K 
filigre 


fancy 

State finger sive when © Send cash 
order, or oil ship C.0.D 


IN 3 DAYS OR NO COST 


Amazing discovery rids you of freckles, black- 
heads, pimples, wrinkles, enlarged pores, unm 
sightly blemishes and gives you a new soft, clear, 
youthful skin. Costs $2.00 if perfectly satisfied -- 
nothing otherwise. Full treatment on trial. 
BEAUTISKIN COMPANY 
857A North Eutaw Street, Baltimore, Md. 


When you write to advertisers please mention SMart Set MaGaziIne 
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Pi: Florence has the biggest Hispano- 
Suiza I have ever seen. 
Put: Yes, I know, and she will wear 
those tight dresses. 
—Geo. Washington Ghost. 
Sweet Younc Tuinc: Did my father 
order some coal this morning? 
Coatman: This load of coal is for a 
Mr. Zell. 
S. Y. T.: That's fine, I'm Gladys Zell. 


So am I. 
—Grinnell Malteaser. 


“The modern wife doesn’t know where 
her husband goes to in the evening,” says a 
critic. She should try staying at home one 
evening; she might find him there 

—London Opinion. 


Tue Wire: You say the new secretary 
is young and willing? 

Tue Trrep Business Man: Well, she’s 
not very young —Lajayette Lyre. 


Farr Younc THING: 
causes the flight of time? 
BRILLIANT Younc Man: It is probably 
urged on by the spur of the moment 
—Answers 


COALMAN: 


I wonder what 


has another baby. It 
father’s I's. 
—The Sun. 


Premier Mussolini 
said to have its 


4 


“How did Mabel’s breach of promise suit 
turn out?” 

“The poor girl! 
her after all.” 


He decided to marry 


—Texas Ranger. 


Mistress (to new maid)—It seems to 
me you want very large wages for one who 
has had so little experience. 

Mar—But, mum, aint it harder for me 
when I don’t know how? —Pearson’s. 


1929 


» 
IF 


SQUIRREL 
TROUBLE 


“How's. your new girl?” 
“Not so good.” 
“You always were lucky.” 
—Boston Beanpot. 


Bos—Step up, Bill; it’s time to kiss the 


bride. 
Birt—You're wrong. It’s time for me to 
quit. —Detroit News. 


- ve just became engaged to an Irish- 


man 
“Oh! 
“No. 


Really ?” 
O'Reilly.” —Ambherst Lord Jeff. 


If jewelers kept abreast of the times they 
would hire out wedding-rings. 


—Everybody’s 


“Oh, George, do you realize it’s almost a 
year since our honeymoon, and that glorious 
day we spent on the sands? I wonder how 
we'll spend this one?” 


“On the rocks.” 
—Vancouver Province 
“Did you hear the one about the gir! 
who went automobile ridin’ with a feller 
and only got one shoe muddy ?” 
“Naw.” 
“Well, she reconsidered.” —Judge 


“Heard the ‘1917 Ford’ song?” 
“How does it go?” 
“That’s what everybody else is wonder- 


ing, too!” —Life. 


aL 


A visitor from Australia says that he is 
in England to marry a pretty girl and a good 
cook. But that is bigamy. 

—London Opinion 


AL 


A girl can always tell when she’s 
And she generally does. 
—Everybody’s 
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Summered Paris 


F YOU had kept one watch- 

ful eye on the models of 
LeLong, Patou, Worth .. . as 

any normal femme must do 
...and kept the other even 
more watchful eye on the 

chemist’s science of produc- 
ing a youth-giving, marvelous 
cream...as I must do... you 

~- would have decided that my 


Saabs Youth Cream is still the best 
> * short-cut to beauty and youth. 
A 
® 
_ i. | Nothing could I find during 
: a whole summer to please me 
e more than my delicate, fra- 
grant Youth Cream. The result 
of the expert, serious mind 
— of a French chemist, this pale 
Edna mapper ‘ - 2 soiled or weathered skin. 
as she to ay J / 
7 The French do all things well 
The charm of a symmetrical S| — p : but to them nothing could 
figure ...of a fragilely lovely \h [ b hy of eff h 
skin, flawless in its fine, firm | Ore y of effort than 
texture ...these are joystothe ( a “creme.” The Frenchwoman 
artistic nature of \ does not select her cream 
Edna Wallace Hopper, | haphazardly. That is one 
and worth any sacrifice of Rippon |_ Nw rh \ reason why her daintiness 
comfort. In her sixties this and charm are known the 
girl” continues to think of world over. The ingenuity of 
her appearance first. ’ ki 
She always will. ; i my chemist in making my 
airy-light Youth Cream 


has been typically 


Guard Against Flabbiness! French. What more 


Youth Cream is a cold cream, but there all similarity ends s ee | . need be said? 
between common creams and my distinctly different Youth \ ’ 
Cream. I owe the youthful firmness of my skin to many years’ | 


use of this marvelous cream. louth 


It has practically no weight on the tissues and therefore combats 


sagging muscles. No “rubbing in” is necessary. Try this airy weightless — LZ 
pale pink cream. = 
Edna Wallace Hopper’s French Face Powder iF - 


A subtle veil of natural charm ... that is what my Youth Face Powder 
becomes when it blends with your complexion. 


Edna Wallace Hopper, 
536 Lake Shore Drive, Chicago D-57 
I enclose ten cents (stamps accepted) for a trial 
tube of your Youth Cream. Also send me your 
Youth Powder sample. 


Only a French powder could have such a complete air of “belonging”. 
It was made by the same chemist, in two types—the regular fluffy French 
type for skin which retains powder easily, and the heavy type, which 
adheres unusually long. 


| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

In flesh, white, brunette and desert tan. 
The more fastidious you are, the more delighted you will be with Youth 
Cream and this complement to your complexion—Edna Wallace Hopper’s =; 
Face Powder. Use the two together. | 
! 
Drug and toilet counters everywhere supply | 
Edna Wallace Hopper’s cosmetics. ! 
| 


Oo Youd agree with 
Edna Wallace Hopper 
Cream / 
| | 


ON YOUR 
CHRISTMAS fh 
IST 


4 
HE has aA job, and ‘ 
a tiny place of her own... that she pretends to be very - a ; 

del onair about and ry adore She gets bre akfa: t GNORE her pretensions to being 
clock, but the other eye an independent woman (there aren’t any.) You 
on the charm of her service, the prettiness of her table... can win her heart and her eternal gratitude 

by giving her some trifle of COMMUNITY 

PLATE — practical but charming, -- and as 

feminine as her lipstick! 

PERHAPS, this pastry server in the new OR, this gravy ladle... in the “ Patricians 


“ Deauville’’ design... $4.50 Moderne” design... $3.00 


want to give her the thrill of a lifes 
hristmas pre sent—and two 
Tate - 


PERHAPS, a jelly server—like 


ts in one, at that —give hera comp 


¢ of Community—knives, forks spoon 
$ one — “ Pp. ise 
erving things —in the little overnight case ; we one — Bird of Paradise 
Tet 4 design... $1.75 
slled the Petit Voyage” whichis the newest 


I 
gayest Community container... She will 


will find the little 


PERHAPS, some 


.. The silverware 


Wecas 
for ce for six, $48.00 salts and Peppers 
r eight — ana ie dressingecase free. OR, a louble vegetable dish OR, a pair of bright 
the “ Grosvenor 
that will warm her heart as candlesticks, in the : eo « 
well as her broccoli... $17.50 Grosvenor’ design 
in the new Deauville $17.50 


design 


Wlost Seminine of Gifts 


THE CUNEO PRESS, INC., CHICAGO 
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